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PREFACE. 



"Wb do not expect the world to receive obp smiles with 
the iiifitant Bjmpathj and trust which we expect for our 
tears. A smile may pardonably be thought a caprice of 
one's own. Wo write, therefore, with correspondent 
carelessness or digressiveness, npon incidents that, in 
passing, have merely amused ns — quite prepared to find 
that they are not so amusing (at second-hand) to others. 

It would be startling to the reader, sometimes, to know 
how mnch truth there is in " fiction." Things that coold 
never else be told, are hidden in story. And every cir- 
cumstance of the narrative may be pure invention, 
while the secret is still told — the soul's thirst for reveal- 
ing it, fully satisGed. After reading a novel once, for 
the story, it is often a charming leisure task to go over 
it thonghtfully, again, picking out the hidden thread of 
feeling or experience, npon which its pearls are strung. 

To value or merit in the sketches which follow, the 
author makes no definite pretension. They record, under 
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more or lese of diegoise, tnma of eveiit or of cliaracter, 
'which have amused him. In re-compiling his past 
writings into TolnmeB, these lighter ones have heen laid 
aside, and they are now trnsted to take their chance by 
themselves, appealing to whatever indulgence may be in 
store, ID the reader's mind, for a working-pen at play. 

Idlewild, Jv^j^ ] 853. 
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IV IS JOTTIN&S 



LARKS IN VACATION. 



DRITINC STANHOPE PRO TEU. 



In tlie edge of a June cveuiDg io the sommer vacation of 1B27, 
I was set down by the coach at the gate of my frieod Horace Van 
Pelt's paternal mansion — a large, old-Euhioned, comfortable 
Ihitoh honse, clinging to the ride of one of the most romantic 
dells on the North river. In the absence of his nhole family on 
the enmmer ezcureion to the falls and lakes (taken by almost 
every " well-to-do" oitiien of the United States), Horace was 
emperor of the long-descended, and as progressively enriched 
domain of one of the earliest Dutch settlers — a brief authority 
which he ezeroised more particularly over an extensive stnd, and 
bins number one and two. 

The west was piled with gold cagtles, breaking up the horizon, 
with their burnished pinnacles and turrets, the fr^ant damp- 



ed oyGoOglc 



IJ FCM JOTTWGS. 

nam of tlie tliitiider-shower iliat had fblldwed tbe heal of noon 
was in the ur, and in a low room, vhoM floor opened ont ao exactly 
upon the shaven sward, that a blind mail would not have known 
when he passed from Uie heavilj-piled oarpet to the grass, I 
found Horace sitting otot hie olives and olaret, having waited 
dinner for me till Sve (long beyond Ihe latest Amerioan hour)* 
and in despair of my anival, having dined without me. The old 
black cook wa^ too happy to vary her vocation by getting a 
aeeond dinner ; and when I had appeased my appetite, and over- 
taken my friend in his claret, we sat with the moonlight breaking 
across a vine at onr feet, and coffee worthy of a filagree cop in 
the BeEesden, and debated, amid, a tme embarrat da TtchetuSf 
our plans for the next week's amnsement. 

The seven days wore on, merrily at first, but eaok sucoeeding 
one growing less merry than the last. Sy the fifth eve of my 
aojoum, we had exhausted variety. All sorts of headaches and 
megrims in the morning, all sorts of birds, beasts, and fishes, for 
dinner, all sorts of accidents in all sorts of vehicles, left us on the 
seventh day out of sorts altogether. We were two discontented 
Basselases in the Happy Valley. Rejoicing aa we were in vaca- 
tion, it would have been a relief to have had a recitation to read 
up, or a prayer-bell to mark the time. Two idle sophomores in 
a rambling, lonely old mansion, were, we disoovered, a very 
insufficient dramati* persona for the soene. 

It was Saturday nights A violent clap of thunder had inter- 
rupted some daring theory of Yan Pelt's on the riedng of cham- 
pagne-bubbles, and there we sat, mum and melancholy, two sated 
Sybarites, talent an hour by the clock. The mahogany was bare 
between us. Any number of glasses and bottles stood in their 
lees about the table ; the tliriefr4shed joioe of an olivft-dish and 
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a solitary rigar m a alrer cue had been thnut uid« in a wann 
argnment, and, in Iub tn^at^B uored gont-chur, buried to tlie 
eyes in his loooened crarat, one leg on the table, and one lome- 
vhera in the neighborhood of my own, nt Van Pelt, Hie adolon 
of exhausted amnsement. 

" Phil !" said he, Btardng suddenly to an ereet position. '* a 
tfaonght strikes me !" 

I dropped the olaret-<ork, from vhioh I was at tho moment 
trying to efface the " Marganx" brand, and sat in nlent expeota- 
tiott. I had thought his brains as well evaporated sa the last 
bottle of oh&mpagtte. 

He rested his elbows on the table, and set his obin between his 
two palms. 

" ni resign the keys of this moomfnl old den to the bntler, and 
we'U go to Saratoga for a week. What say ?" 

" It wonld bo a repriere from death by inanition," I answered, 
" but, as the rbetorioal profesaor wonld phiaie it, ampUfy your 
meaning, young gentleman." 

" Thus : To-morrow is Snnday. We will sleep till Monday 
morluog to parge onr brwna of these eloudy yapora, and restore 
the freshness of our oomplexioDS. If a Ur day, yon shall start 
sIoDQ in the stanhope, and on Monday night sleep in claiNO 
quarters at Titus's in Troy." 

" And yon," ] intermpted, rather astonished at his arrangement 
for one. 

Horace laid his hand on his po<^t mth a look of embarraseod 
ears. 

" I win OTortake yon with the bay eolta in the droaky, but 1 
mnet fint go to Albany. The cironlatiDg medlnm — ^ 

" I nnderstand.*' 
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II. 



We met m Monday morning in the breskfiut-TOom in mntiu] 
Bpirita. The Ban was two honre high, the birds in the trees were 
wild with the beaafy and elasticity of the day, the dew f^ibtened 
on every bongh, and the whole soene, orer river and bill, was a 
heaven of natnral delight. As we finished onr breakfast, the 
lij;ht spattering of a horse's feet np tha avonne, and the airy 
whirl of qniclc-fc^owing wheels, annonneed the stanhope. It was 
in beautiful order, and what would have been termed on any pate 
in the world a tasteful tam-ont. Light oream~co1orud body, black 
wheels and shafts, drab liniog edged with green, dead-hlack harness, 
light as that OD the panthers of Baochus — it was the last style of 
thing yon would have looked for at the " stonp" of a Dutch home- 
stead. And Tempest ! I think I see him now ! — his small inqni- 
sitiTO ears, arched neck, eager eye, and fine, thin nostril — his 
dunty feet flung out with the graoe of a flaunted riband — his 
true and majestic action and his spirited ohamp of the bit, nib- 
bling at the tight run with the exciting pall of a booked trout — 
how evenly be drew ! — bow insenubly the oompaot stanhope, jast 
teaching his iron^^y tail, bowled along on the road after him ! 

Horace was behind with the droaky and black boy, and witb a 
parting nod at the gate, I turned northward, and Tempest took 
the road in beautiful style. I do not remamber to have been ever 
80 elated. I was always of the Cyreoaio philosophy that " happi- 
ness is motion," and the bland vitality of the air had refined my 
senses. The delightful feel of tha reins thrilled me to the 
shontder. Driving is like any other appetite, dependant for the 
delicacy of its enjoyment on the system, and a day's temperate 
abstinence, long sleep, and the glorions perfection of the morning, 
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li&d put my nervsB " in conditioa.*' I felt tlia air u I nuhod 
throngfa. The power of the horse wu added to my conBcioaBoaa 
of enjoyment, and if yon out ima^e a eesUnr with a hamon 
sod stanhope added to his liriog body, I felt the triple eojoymeat 
of ■oimal exorcise which would thea be his. 

It b delightfiil driving oq the Hudson. Tho road is very fur 
beneath your wheels, tiie river oonrsca away nnder the bold shore 
\rith the majesty inseparable from its mij^hty flood, and the 
constant change of outline in ibi banks, gives yon, as yon proceed, 
a constant variety of piotnres, from tbe loveliest to the most 
snbVme. The eagle's nest above yon at one moment, a sunny 
and fertile farm below yon at the next — rocks, trees, and Water- 
falls, wedded and olnstered as, it seems to me, tbey are nowhere 
else done so picturesquely — it is a noble river, the Hudson ! 
And every few minutes, while yon gaie down upon the broad 
waters spreading from hill to hill like a round lake, a gayly 
painted steamer with her fringed and white awnings and streaming 
flag, shoota out >8 if from a sadden cleft in the rook, and draws 
aoross it her track of foam. 

Well — I bowled along. Ten o'clock brought me to a snug 
Dnteh tavern, where I sponged Tempest's month and nosMls, 
lunched, and was stared at by the natives, and continning my 
journey, at one I loosed rein and dashed into the pretty village 

of , Tempest in a foam, and himself and his extempore 

master creating a great sensation in a erowd of people, who stood 
in the shade of the verandah of iho hotel, as if that asylum fbr 
the weaiy traveller had been a shop for the sale of gentlemen in 
shirt-sleeves. 

Tempest was taken round to the " barn," and I ordered rather 
an elaborate dinner, designing sHll to go on some ten miles in the 
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lool of tlie erening, tnd fakviog, of oonrse, Kme morUl liMUf 
apon my hsnib. The ooolc h^d prolwbly nsTer heard of mon 
thui tbree dishea in her life, bat thoM tliree wwe garoishsd witb 
■11 manner of herbs, and sent up in the best china as a wamoty 
for an nniunal bill, and what with Dofise, a imall glaa of mvw 
rum as an apology for a eiasse eaf^, and a nap in a itrvj^t- 
backed ohair, I killed the enemy to my ntii&otion till th* 
Bhadowa of tie poplars lengthened acrou the barnyard. 

I was awoke by Tempest, prancing roond to the door in nn- 
diminished spirita ; and as I bad began tke day m grand tdgatur, 
I did not objeot to the bill, whieh oonuderably ezoeftded tlu oa^ 
side of my calonlation, bnt giving the landlord a twen^-dollar 
note received the change onquestioned, doubled the osoal fee to 
the ostler, and let Tempest off with a bend forward which served 
at tlie lame ^e tor a gracioas bow to the speotabufl. So 
remarkable a coxcomb had probably not bMB Been ia the villags 
since the paaang of ComwallJs's army. 

The day was still hot, and as I got into the open Montiy, I 
drew rein and paoed qnietly ap hill and down, ^kiag the road 
delioately, and in a humor of thouf^tful oontentment, trjiog my 
skill in keeping the edges of the green sod as it leaned in and ont 
from the walls and ditohes. With the long whip I bow and tiien 
touched the wing of a snlphur butterfiy hovering over a pmd, and 
now and then I stopped and gathered a violet from the unsunned 
edge of the wood. 

I had proseedod three sr toai miles ut this way, when I was 
overtaken by three stout fellows, galloping at speed, who rode 
past and bced round with a peremptoiy order to me to stop. A 
fbrmidatde pitdiferk in the hand of eaeh honemaa left me no 
aUemativ*. I gsade up my mind immedutitdy to be toUxd 
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qnietl; of my own penonuls, bat to show fi^Itt, if nooemry, for 
Tempest and the Btftahope. 

" Well, gentlemen," »id t, coaxing raj impatieot hone, who 
had been nUier excited hy the cltttor of hoofs behind him, " what 
is the meanlDg of this?" 

Before I ooold get an answer, ono of the fellows had duimonnfr- 
ed and ^ven Us bridle to another, and coming ronnd to the left 
nde, he sprang suddenlj into the stanhope. I reotived him w 
he rose with a wcU-placed thmst of mj heel whioh aent him back 
into the road, and with a ohirmp to Tempest, I dashed throoglt 
the philanx, and took the road at a top spaed. The short lash 
once waved ronnd the small ears before me, there was no stopping 
in a horr;, and awaj sped the gallant gray, and Ikst behind 
followed toy friends in their short sleeves, all in a lathering 
gallop. A conpla of miles was the work of no time, Tempest 
laying his legs to it as if the stanhope had been a cobweb at hit 
heels } bat at the end of that distance there came a sharp descent 
to a mill-Btream, and I just remember an nnavoidable milestone 
and a jerk over a wall, and the next minate, it seemed to me, I 
was in the room where I had dined, with m; hands tied, and t 
hundred people aboat me. My cool white waistcoat was matted 
with mnd, and my left temple was, by the glass opposite me, both 
bloody and begrimed. 

The opening of my eyes was a signal for a oloser gathering 
nroand me, and between exhanstion and the close air I was half 
snffdcated. I was soon made to understand thst I waa a prisoner, 
and that the three white-frooked highwaymen, as I took tbem to 
be, were among the spectators. On a polite application to the 
landlord, who, I found ont, was a jnstioe of the peace as well, I Wif 
informed that he had made out my mittimnji as a eon&terftiiter, 
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and dtat ths ^uriout note I had passed upon him for mj dinner 
was safe in hia poesesuon 1 He pointed at tlie same time to a 
placard newly stack aguost tlie wall, offering a reward for the 
appreliensioQ of ft notoHooi practiser of my supposed craft, to tbe 
deseription of whose person I answered, to the satisf^tion of all 
present. 

Qoite too iudignant to remonstrate, I seated mjself in the ohur 
ooodderately offered mo by the waiter, and listening to the whis- 
pers of the persons who were still permitted to throng the room, 
I discovered, what might have struck me before, that the initials 
on the panel of the stanhope and the handle of tbe whip had been 
compared irith the card pasted in the bottom of mj bat, and the 
want of oorrespondenoe was taken as decided corroboration. It 
wu remarked also by a bystander that I was quite too much of 
a dash for au honest man, and that he had suspected me from 
first seeing me drive into tbe village I I was sufficiently humbled 
by this time to make an inward vovr never again to take aira 
upon myself if I escaped tbe county jail, 

Tbe justice meanwhile had made out my orders, and a horse 
and cart had been provided to take me to tbe next town, I 
endeavored to get speech of hia worship as I was marched out of 
the inn parlor, but the crowd pressed dose upon my heels and 
the dignilary-landlord seemed anzioos to rid bis house of me. I 
had no papers, and no proo& of my character, and assertion went 
for nothing. Bcudes, I was muddy, and my bat was broken in 
on one «de, precis of villany which appeal to the commonest 
nnderstanding. 

I begged for a little straw in the bottom of tbe cart, and had 
made myself as comfortable as my two rustic constables thought 
fitting for a culprit, when the vehicle was quickly ordered from 
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the door to xattke vaj for a carriage coming at « dasliiog pace up 
the road. It was Van Pelt in his drosky. 

Horace was well known oo the road, and the stanhope had 
already been recognized aa his. By this time it was deep in the 
twilight, and though he was inatantlj known by the landlord, he 
might be ezcased for not bo readily identifying the person of bis 
fiiend in the damaged gentlemaD in the straw. 

" Ay, ay ! I see yon don't know him," said the landlord, whilo 
Van Pelt surveyed me rather eoldly ; " on with him, ooaatables ! 
he would have ua believe yon knew him, sir ! Walk in, Mr. Van 
Pelt ! Ostler, look to Mr. Van Pelt's horses ! Walk in, sir !" 

" Stop !" I cried oat in a voioe of Ibnnder, seeing that Horace 
really had not looked at me. " Van Pelt ! stop, I say !" 

The driver of the cart seemed more inipresaed by the energy 
of my cries than my friends the constables, and pulled up hia 
horse. Some one in the crowd cried out that I should have a 
hearing or he would " wallnp the comitatus," and the justice, 
called back by this expression of an opinion from the sovereign 
people, requested his new gnest to look at the prisoner, 

I was preparing to have my hands untied, yet feeling so 
indignant at Van Pelt for not having recognized me that I would 
not look at him, when, to my surprise, the horse started off ones 
more, and looking back, I saw my friend patUng the neok of his 
near horse, evidently not baring thought it worth his while to 
take any notice of the justice's observatioo. Choking with rage, 
I finng myself down upon the straw, and jolted on without farther 
remonstrance to the county town. 

I had been incarcerated an hour, when Van Pelt's voice, 
half angry with the turnkey and half ready to burst into a langh, 
resounded ontade. He had not heard a word spoken by the 
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offioiona landlord, till after the cart bmd been Bome time gone. 
Even then, belieTiDg it to be a cock-and-boll Btory, ho had 
quiotlj dined, and it waa onlj on going into the yard to see after 
his horses that he recognised the debrU of his stanfaope. 

The landlord's apologies, irben ira returned to the inn, were 
more amnung to Van Felt than consolatory to Philip Slingaby. 



OHAPTEEn. 



BPRINQS. 



It was abottl seven o'clock of a hot eveoiDg when Tan Pelt's 
ezhaoated horses toiled out from the Piae Forest, and stood, fet- 
lock deep in sand, on the brow of the smijl hill overlooking the 
mushroom village of Saratoga. One or two straggling horsemen 
were returning late from their afternoon ride, and looked at aa, 
as they passed on their fresher hacks, with the cnriosity which 
attaches to' new-comers in a watering-place ; here and there a 
genaine invalid, who had come to the waters fo* life, not for 
pleasure, took advantage of the coolness of the hoar and crept 
down the footpath to the Spring ; and as Horace encouraged his 
flagging cattle into a trot to bring up gallantly at the door of 
" Oongress Hall," the great bell of that vast oaravanseru 
reBouodcd through the dusty air, and by the shuffling of a thon- 
sand feet, audible as we approached, we knew that the fashion- 
able world of Saratoga were rushing down, en masse, "la tta." 

Having driven through a sand-cloud for the preceding thj«e 
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hours, sni], to say notbiDg of myself, Van Felt being a man, 
who, in his oharaoter as the most considerable beaa of the 
University, calculated his first impressiun, it was not thought 
advisable to encounter, nnoleansed, the tide of fashion at that 
moment streaming throagh the hall. We drove roand to (he 
side.door, and guued our pigeon-hole quarters under cover of the 
faaok-staircase- 

Tha bachelors' wing of Congress Hall is a long, unsightly, 
wooden barrack, divided into chambers six feet by four, and of 
an airiness of partition which enables the occupant to conversa 
with bis neighbor three rooms off, with the ease of clerks calling 
out entries to the leger across the desks of a oonnting-bouse. 
The clatter of kmves and plates camo np to our ears in a con- 
fused murmur, and Van Pelt having refused to dine at the only 
inn upon the route, for some reason beat known to himself, I 
oommenced the progress of a long toilet with an appetite not 
rendered patient by the sounds of cheer below. 

I bad washed the dust out of my eyes and month, and over- 
come with h^at and hunger, 1 ko&tted a cool cravat loosely round 
my neck, and sat down in the one chaii 

" Van Pelt !" I shonted. 

"WeU,Pha?" 

*' Are you dressed ?'■ 

"Draesed! I am as pinguid as ^fatefmegrat — greased to the 
eyelids in cold cream !" 

I took up the sixpenny glass and looked at my own newly- 
washed physiognomy. From the temples to the chin it was one 
unmitigated red — burned to a blister with the sun ! I bad been 
obliged to deluge my bead like a mop to get out the dust, and not 
naturally remarkable for my good looks, I could, much worse 
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than Yaa Felt, afford these startliiig additions to my dlsadvantti- 
gea. Hanger is a Bublle excnaO'finder, hovever, and, remem- 
1>ering there Tcre five hundred people in this formidable orovd, 
and all bosy with satt^yiog their hnoger, I tmstcd to esoapa 
obserration, and determined to " go dovn to tea.'' With the 
just-named namber of guests, it will easily be understood why it 
b impoasible to obtsiu a meal at Congress Hall out of the stated 
time and place. 

In a white roundabout) a cheeked cravat, my hair plastered 
over my eyes a la Mawworm, and a face like the sign of the 
" Rising Sun," I stopped at Van Pelt's door. 

" The most hideous figure ray eyes ever looked upon !" was b!a 
first consolatory observation. 

" Handsome or hideous," I answered, " I'll not starve ! So 
here goes for some bread anl butter !" and leaving him to hie 
" appliances," I diiflcended to the immense hall whloh serves the 
comers to Sarato;>a, for dioiog, dancing and breakfasting, and in 
wet weather, between meab, for shnttlcoook and promenading. 

Two interminable tables extended down the hall, filled by all 
the beanty and fashion of the United States. Luckily, I thought, 
for me, there are distinctions in this repuhlio of dissipation, and 
the upper end is reserved for those who have servants to turn 
down the ohairs and stand over them. The end of the tables 
nearest the door, conseqaently, is occupied by those whos^j 
opinion of my appearance is not wlthoat appeal, if they trouble- 
their heads about it at all, and I may glide in in my white round- 
about (permitted ia this sultry weather), and retrieve exhausted 
natore in obscurity. 

An empty chair stood between an old gentleman and a very 
pluo jonog lady, and seeing no remembered faoea opposite, T 
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glided to tbe piMe, and wu soon lost to ftpprehengion in the 
■ibysm of a cold pie. The table wm ooTered with meats, berrieS) 
bottles of chalybeate water, tea appurtenances, jatna, jollies, and 
radishes, and, but for the absence of the roast, yon might have 
doabled whether the meal was breakfast or dinner, lunch or 
supper, Happy country ! in which any one of the four meals 
may serre a hnngry man for all. 

The pigeon-pie stood, at last, well qnarried before me, the 
tlehru of the excavation heaped upon my plate ; and, appetito 
appeased, and made bold by my half hour's obscurity, I leaned 
forward and perused with cnrioos attention the. long line of faces 
on the opposite side of the table, to some of whom, doubtless, I 
was to be iodebted for the pleasures of the coming fortoight. 

My eyes were Sxed on the features of a talkative woman, just 
above, and I had (jiiite forgotten the fact of my dishabille of com- 
plexion and dress, when two persons entered who made consider- 
able stir among the servants, and eventually were seated directly 
opposite mo. 

" We loitered too long at Barhydt's,"Biidoneof the mostbeaa- 
tifnl women I had ever seen, as she pulled bsr chair nearer to ths 
table and looked aronnd her with a glance of disapproval. 

In following her eyes to see who was so happy as U> eympadiixs 
with such a divine creature even in the loss of a place at table, I 
met the fixed and astonished gaze of my most intimate friend at 
tbe University. 

" Ellerfon !" 

"Slingsby !" 

Overjoyed at meetiog him, I stretched both hands aoroas tho 
narrow table, and bad shaken bis arms nearly off bis shonlders, and 
asked him a dozen questions, before I beoame oonscions tbat a pair 
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of Urg« wonderiDg eyes were imldly Ulung U uiTectofy of mj 
p«reoD and featniM. Van Pelt's unflattering ezoUmatioD npoa 
017 appeannce at his door, fluhed aoroes my mind like a than- 
deritroke, and coloring ibron^^ my borned skin to the tomplcB, I 
bowed and stammered I know not what, as Ellerton introduood 
me to hia nstor ! 

To enter fully into my distress, yon shonld be appriied that a 
oorrespondenoe arising from my long and ooosUat iottmaey with 
Tom EUerton, had been carried on for a year between me and hia 
riater, and that, being eonstantly in the habit of yieldlag to me in 
matters of taste, he had, I well knew, so exaggerated to ber my 
personal qoalittea, dreaa, and manners, that she could not in any 
can fail to be disappointed in seeing me. lielicvin^ liar lo be at 
that moment two thousaod miles off in Alabama, nnd never hav- 
ing hoped for the pleasure of seeing her at all, I had foolishly suf- 
fered this good-natured exaggeration toga on, pleased with Heeing 
the reflex of bis pnuses in her letters, and Heaven knows, little 
antioipadag the disastrous interview upon which my accursed star 
would precipitate me ! As I went over, mentally, the partieulars 
of my onbeoomingness, and saw Miss EUerton's eyes resdng in- 
goiutively and fiirdvely on the mouotuo ol pigeon bones lifting 
thor well picked pyramid to my chin, I wished myself ao ink-fish 
at the bottom of liie sea. 

Three minntes afl«r, I hurst into Yaf Pipit's room, tearing my 
hair and abnung Tom Ellerton's good natnre, and my friend's 
headless droel^, in altenuUe breatha. Witbont disturbing the 
•nbriding blood in bis own &aa by entering into my violenoe, Ho- 
nuM coolly asked me what the devil was the matter ? 

I told him. 

*'Lis down ben r» md V«B Palt, wbowM»BiuQ N&pirfemi 
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in such trying extremities ; " He down on the bed, and anaiDt jnur 
phis with this ttngneat. 1 see good luck for you in this sccidsDt, 
and yoa have only to follow mj inatniotiona. Phil Slingsby, snn- 
burnt, in a white roundahout, and Phil Slingsby, pale and well 
dressed, are as different as this potted cream and a daocin<;; cuw. 
Ton shall see what a little drama I'll work out for you !" 

I laid down on my back, and Horace kindly anointed me from 
the trachea to the forelock, and from ear to ear. 

" Egad," said he, warming with his study of his proposed plot, 
as he slid his fore-fingers over the bridge of my nose, " every eir- 
cumstaoce tells for us. Tall man as yon are, yoa are as short- 
ioditd M n nionkny (no offence, Phil!); and when you sit at 
table, you ai<e ruther an under-sised gentleman. I have been as- 
tonished every day those three years, at seeiuf; you rise after dinner 
in Commons' HalL A thousand to one, Fanny Ellerton thinks 
you a stumpy man." 

"And then, Phil," he continued, with apatroniiing tone, "you 
have studied minute philosophy to little purpose if you do not 
know that the first step in winning n woman to whom yon have 
been overpraised, is to disenchant her at all hazards, on your first 
interview. ,You will never rise abova the ideal she has formed, 
snd to unk below it gradually, or to remun statioiiary, is not to 
thrive in your wooing." 

Leaving me this precocious wisdom to digest, Horace descend- 
ed to the foot of the garden to take a warm bath, and overcome 
with fatigue, and the recumbent posture, I sooa fell asleep and 
dreamed of die great bine eyes of Fanny EllertoD. 
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The KHuiDg of the oot&vo Ante ia " Hail Columbia," with vhioh 
the bsod wu [latiioticallj Dpeoiag the ball, woke me from the 
midst of a long apologetic letter to my frieod^a sister, and I fonod 
VaD Pelt's blaek boj Juba waiting patiently at the bed-side with 
cnrling-tongs and Cologne- water, ordered to superintend my tcilet 
by his msster, who had gone early to the drawing-room to pay 
his respects to Miss Ellerton. With the cold cream disappeared 
entirely from my face the uncomfortable redness to which I had 
been a martyr, and, thanks to my ebony coij'mr, my stnught and 
plastered locks soon grew as different to their "nmquhUe gaise" 
as Hyperion's to a satyi'a. Having appeared to the eyes of the 
lady, in whose favor I hoped to prosper, in red and white (red phis 
and white jacket), 1 trusted that in white and black (black suit 
and pale vimomy), 1 should look quite another person. Juba 
was pleased to show his ivory in a complimentary smile at my 
transformation, and I descended to the drawing-room, on the best . 
terms with the coxcomb io my bosom. 

Horace met me at the door. 

" Proteus Ttdieivus ,"' was his exelamaUoD. " Your new name 
is Wrongham. Yoa are a gentle senior, instead of a bedeviled 
sophomore, and your cue is to be poedoal. She will never think 
again of the monster in the white jacket, and I have prepared her 
for the acquaintance of & new friend, whom I have just described 

I took his arm, and with the coarsge of a man in a mask, went 
through SDOtber presentation to Miss Ellerton. Her brother had 
been let into the secret by Van Pelt, and rtceivod mo ivith great 
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eeremony ta his college enporior ; an'I, u there was no other per 
son at the Springs who knew Mr. Slingsby, Mr. Wrongbam wu 
likely to have an undisturbed reign of it. Miss Bllerton looked 
bard at me for a monieDt, bnt the gravity with wbioh I was pre- 
sented and received, dissipated a doubt if odo bad arben in her 
mind, and sbe took my arm to go to the ball-room, with an undis* 
turbed belief in my assumed name and character. 

I ocmmenoed the aoquaiDtanoe of the fair Alabaraian with great 
advaiitages. Beoeived as a perfect stranger, I possessed, from 
long correspondence with ber, the tnoat minute knowledge of the 
springs of her character, and of her favorite reading and pursuits, 
and, with the little knowledge of the world wbjch sbe had gained 
00 a plantation, she was not likely to penetrate my game from my 
plnying it too freely. Her confidence was immediately won by the 
rendin^'s^ with which I entered into her enthusiasm and anticipated 
ber tijougbt^ ; and before the first quadrille was well over, she had 
L'viiloDlly made up her mind that she had never in her life met one 
who so well " understood ber." Oh ! how much women include 
in that apparently indefinite expression, " ffe under ilaiuU me !" 

Tbe colonnade of Congress Hatl is a long promenade laced in 
with vines and columns, on the same level with the vast ball-room 
and drawing-room, and (the light of bearen not being taxed at 
Saratof^a) opening at every three steps by a long window into the 
carpeted Soora. When the i.>omB within are lit in a summer's 
night, that cool and airy colonnade is thronged by truants from 
the' dance, and collectively by all who have anything to express 
that is meant for one ear only. The mineral waters of Saratoga 
are no less celebrated as a soporific for chaperons than as a tonio 
for the dyspeptio, and while the female Argus doies in the draw- 
ing^oom, the £ur lo aitd her Jupiter (represented in this aise, we 
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will mj, by MUs Kllertoa mi tnjscir) range at liber^ in the fer> 
tile fidds of flirtation. 

I had easily pot Mias Ellortoo in surprised good hamor nitli 
herself and me daring the first qnadriile, mi with a freedom baaed 
partly upon my certainty of pleasing her, partly on the peoaliar 
toatiners of the plaoe, I coolly requested that she VDuld continue 
to danoe with me for the rest of the evening. 

" One nnbappy quadrille excepted," she replied, with a look 
meant to he moumfiil. 

" May I ask with whom ?" 

"Oh, be has not asked me yet; but my brother has bonnd mfl 
over to be civil to him — a spectre, Mr. Wrongham ! a posidTC 
Bpeotre." 

"How denominated?" I inquired, with a forced iodiSdrenao, 
for I bad a presentinieat I should hear my owo name. 

" Sliogsby— Mr. Philip Sliogsby— Tom's lidus Achates, and a 
proposed lover of my own. But you don't seem surprised." 

" Surprised ! E-hem ! I know the gentleman !" 

*' Then did you ever see such a monster ! Tom told me he 
was another Hyperion. He half admitted it himself, indeed ; for 
to tell you a secret, I have correiponded with him a year !" 

"Giddy Miss Fanny Ellerton ! — and never saw him !" 

" Never till to-night ! He sat at supper in a white jacket and 
red face, with a pile of bones npoa his plate like an Indian tnmn- 
Infl." 

" And your brother introduced you ?" 

" Ah, you were at table ! Well, did yon evor iee in yonr tra- 
vels, a man so unpleasantly hideous?" 

" Fanny !" sud her brother, ooming up at the moment, "Slinga- 
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by presents his spologiea to you for not joioing your uvifcn to-, 
night — but he's gone to bed with a he&d-aobe." 

" lodigestioD, I durs say," said the young lady. " Xever mind, 
Tom, I'll break my heart when I have leisure. And noir, Mr. 
WroDgham, elace the speotre valks not forth to-night, I am yours 
for a cool hour on the colonnade," 

Vegetation is rapid in Alabama, and lava is a weed that thrives 
in the noil of the tropius. We discoursed of the lost Plei^id and 
the Berlin braoelets, of the five hundred people about us, and the 
feaaibility of boiling a pot on five hnndrijd a year — the aamatri- 
monial sum total of my paternal alloiranoe. She had as many 
negroes as I had dollars, I well knew, bat it was my cue to soem 
diMnterested. 

" And where do you mean to live, when you marry, Mr. 
WroDgham r" asked Miss EUerton, at the two hundredth turn on 
the colonnade. 

" Would you like to live in Italy }" I asked again, as if I bad 
not heard her, 

" Do you mean that as a sequilur to my question, Mr. Wrong- 
bara :" said she, half stopping in her walk ; and though the sen- 
tence was commenced playfully, dropping her voice at the last 
word, with something, I thought, very like emotion. 

I drew her off the colonnade to the small garden between the 
bouse and the spring, and in a giddy dream of feai nnu surprise 
at my own rashness and euooess, I made, and wo^ 'roar ^v. ii 
frank arowal of preference. . 

Matches have been made more suddenly. 
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Miss EUerton sat in the mosic-room the next morning afUr 
breakfiut, prercating panses in a rather interestiiig con vers ation, 
b; A ranniog BCCompaQiment npoa the guitar. A single gold 
thread formed a fillet abont her temples, and from beneath it, in 
clouds of ulken ringlets, floated the softest raven hair that ever 
grew enamored of an ivor^ shoulder. Hers was a skin that seemed 
woven of the lily-white, bat opaque fibre of the magnolia, ;et of 
that side of its orp turned toward the fading sunset, lliere is no 
term in painting, because there is no touch of pencil or color that 
could express the vanishing and impalpable breath that assured 
the bealtbineas of bo pale a ofaeek. She was slight, as all soutbern 
women are in America, and of a flexible and luxurious gracefulness 
eqnalled bj nothing but the movings of a smoke-curL Without 
the elastic nerve remarkable in the motione of Taglioni, she appear- 
ed, like her, to be bom with a lighter specific gravity than her fel- 
low-creatures. If she bad floated awaj upon some chance breese 
joa would only have been surprised upon reflection. 

" I am afraid you are too fond of society ," said Miss Ellerton, 
as Juba came b hesitatingly and delivered her a note in the hand- 
writiug of an old correspondent. She turned pale on seeing the 
tmperscription, and crushed the note up in her hand, unread. I 
was not sorry to defer the denouement of my little drama, and tak- 
ing ap the remark which she seemed disposed to forget, I referred 
her to a scrap-book of Tan Felt's, which she had brought homo 
with her, containing some verses of my own, copied (by good luck) 
in that sentimental sophomore's own hand. 

" Arc these yours, really and really P' she asked, looking pry- 
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iDglj into vaj iaoo, ft&d showiog ma my own verses, agumt whiob 
she h&d already run a pencil Lne of approbation. 

"Peecavi!" I answered. "But will yon make me in We 
with my offspriog by resding them in your own <roioe." 

They were some lines written in a balcony at daybreak, while 
% ball was slill going on within, and contained an allufiion (whiob 
I bad quite overlooked) to some one of my ever-changing adoiira- 
tioiu. As well as I remember tbey ran tboa : — 

Mora in the east I Haw coldlj fair 

It breaks upon my fevered eye t 
How chides the calm and dewy aitt 

How chides the pure and pearly sky 1 
The itir« melt in a brigbtei fire. 

The dew in aunsblDe leaves the flowsrs ; 
They from their wstuh, tn light retire, 

While we tn $adneu past Iioin oon I 

I turn from the rebuking mom. 

The cold gray sky and lading atai, 
And lialen to ibe baip and horn, 

And Bee the waltien near and Tar : 
The lamps and flowers are bright as yet, 

And lips beneath mare brigbl than they-* 
How can aicene so fair beget 

The mournful thoughts we bear away. 

Tie wmething that thou art not her* 

Sweet lover of my lightest word I 
'Ti* something that my mother's tear 

By these forgetful hours ia stirred 1 
But I have long a loiterer been 

In haunta where Joy is said to b« , 
Jnd though tcilh Pact I niiir nt, 

Thtmvntphamniuv^ftrAwilkmi* 
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" And who wu tiiia ' sweet lover,' Mr Wronghun ? I Aonld 
Hum, I think, before I go farther with bo ezpedttiotu ■ gentlo- 

" As Shelley uys of bb ideal mistres^- 

'I1o*«d— oli,iiol I iTiMn not MM or jre, 
Oriny eulhljroiM — though je u« ftiiP 

It was hat an apoBtropbe to the presentiment of tbat wKieh I have 
found, dear Miai £llertoii! fiat will joa read that ill-treated 
biUet-donx, and remember that Jaba otaods with the patience of 
an ebon statna waiting for an answer ?" 

I knew the contents of the letter, and I watched the expression 
of her face, as ahe read it, with no little interest. Her teroplea 
flashed, and her delicate lips gradanllj cnrkd into an expression 
of anger and scorn, and having finished the perusal of it, she put 
it into Oxj hand, and asked me if so impertinent a prodnotion de- 
served an answer. 

I began to fear that the telatrciiument would not leave me on 
the sunny nde of the lady's favor, uid felt the need of the mo- 
ment's reflection given me while mnning my eye over the lett«r> 

" Mr. Slingsby," said I, with the deliberation of an attorney, 
■' has been some time in correspondence with yon ?" 

" Yes." 

" And, from his letters and yoor brother^ commendations, yoa 
had formed a high opinion t^bis character, and had expressed aa 
mnoh in your letters f 

" Yes — perhaps I did." 

" And from this paper intimacy be conceives himself snlSciently 
acquunted widi yen to reqnest leave to pay his addresMS i'* 

A dignified bow put a stop to my « 
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" Dear Miss Ellertoa !" T said, " this is soaKely a qaoBtion 
upon which I oagbt to speak, hat by pnttiog this letter into mj 
band, you seemed to ask ray opinion.'' 

" I did — I do," said the lovely girl, taking my hand, and look- 
ing appealingly into my face j " answer it for me ! I have dono 
irrong in encouraging that foolish oorrespondenoe, and t owe per- 
haps to this fonrard man a kinder reply than my first feeKog 
would have dictated. Decide for mo — write for mc — ^relieve mo 
trom the first burden that hss lain on my heart since——" 

She burst into tears, and my dread of an ezplanatjon iQareawd. 

" Will you follow my sdrioe implicitly ?" I askod. 

" Yes — ob, yes !" ' 

" You promise ?" 

" Indeed, indeed !" 

" Well, then, listen to me ! However painful the task, I must 
tell you that tbe encouragement yon have given Mr. Slingsby, dio 
admiration you have expressed in your letters of his talents and 
acquirements, and the confidence yoa have reposed in him res- 
pecting yourself, warrant him in claiming as a right, a fair tnal 
of his attractions. You have known and approved Mr. Slingsby'i 
mind for years — you know me but for a few hours. Yon saw 
him under the most unbvorable auspices (for I know him bti- 
mately),and I feel bound in justice to assure you that yoa will like 
him inuch better upon acquaintance." 

Miss Ellerlon bad gradually drawn herself up during this splen- 
did speech, and sat at last as erect and as cold as Agrippina upon 
her marble chair. 

" Will you allow me to send Mr. Sliogaby to yon,'' I ooatiilued> 
riuDg — " and sofkr him to plead his own oaoM ?' 
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"If joo will ckll my broQier, Mr. Wrongham, I ahtJl feel 
obliged to joD," Mid Misa Ellerton. 

I left the room, and bDiryiog to my ebamber, dipped toy head 
into K ba^Q of water, and plastered nij long locks over mj eyes, 
slipped oa a wbits roandabout, and lied aroood my neok the idea- 
tical obeoked cravat io whioli I had made raoh an nnfavorable 
impresHOa on the Bret day of my arrival. Tom Ellerton was 
soon found, and easily agreed to go before and announce me by 
my proper name to bis sister ; and treading closely on bis heels, 
I followed to the door of the muuc-room. 

" Ah, Ellen !" said be, without giving her time for a aoene, " I 
was lookmg for yon. Slingsby is better, and will pay bis respeeta 
to you presently. And, I say — you will treat him well, Ellen, 
and — and, don't flirt with Wrongham the way yon did lost night ! 
Slingsby's a devilish sight better fellow. Oh, here be is !" 

Afl I stepped over the threshold, Misa Ellerton gave me jnat 
enough of a look to assure herself that it was the identical monster 
nhe bad seen at the tea-table, and not deigning me another glance, 
immediately commenced talking violently to her brother on the 
state of the weather. Tom bore it for a moment or two with 
remaikable gravity, but at my first attempt to join in the conver- 
sation, my voice was lost ia an explosion of laughter which wonid 
have been the death of a gentleman with a full habit. 

Indignant and astonished, Misa Ellerton rose to ber full height, 
and slowly turned to me. 

" Feccavi.'" said I, eros^ng my hands on my bosom, and look- 
ing up penitently to her face. 

Sfte ran to me, and seiied my band, but recovered herself in- 
stantly, and the next moment was gone from the room. 

Whether trom wounded piide at having been the subject of a 
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tnystificfttioD, or whether from that female c&prioe hj wbieh most 
men suffer at one period or other of their baoholor lives, I koow 
not — but I never oould bring Miss Ellerton again to the same in- 
teresting crisis with wbioh sbe ended her intimacy with Mr. Wrong- 
ban. She proffered to forgive me, and tallied langbingly enough 
of oar old correspondence ; but whenever I grew tender, she re- 
ferred me to t!ie " sweet lover,'' mentioned in my verses in the 
balcony, and looked arouod for Van Pelt. That accomplished 
beao, on observing my disoom6ture, began to find ont Miss Eller- 
ton's graces without the aidof his quizxing-glass, and I soon found 
it necessary to yield the pat altogether. She has since become 
Mrs. Van Pelt, and when I last heard from her was " as well as 
conid be expected." 



CHAPTER m. 



Thb last of August came sweltering in, hot, dasty, and fiiici', 
and the most indefatigable belles of Saratoga be^an to show symp- 
toms of weariness. The stars disappeared gradnally from the . 
ball-room ; the barkeeper grew thin under the tbiekeiiogaceoanta 
for lemonades ; the fat fellow in tbe black band, who '* vexed " 
the bassoon, had blown himself from the girth of FiilBtaff to an 
" eagle's talon in the wust ;'' papaa began to be waylaid in their 
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uorning walks by yoaug gentlemen with propositions ; kadatoge- 
coftcUoK tbiit oauie tn with tbeir bag^aguleai) tails in the air, bdi] 
tbii driver's weight pressing the fvat-board upon the astoniahed 
backs of bis wheelers, went out with tba trim of a Venetian gon- 
dola — the driver's up-hoisted figure answering to the cnrred pro- 
boscis of that stem-ladeu craft. 

The Tooation of tin-tiunbtars and water-dippera was gone. The 
fashionable world (brazm in its general habit) bad drank its fill 
of the ferrugiueous waters. Mammas thanked Heaven fdr the 
conclnsion of the obaperoa'a summer solatioe; and thoxe who 
came to bet, and those who oame to marry, " made up their 
books," and walked off (if they had won) with their winnings. 

Having taken a less cordial farewell of Van Pelt than I might 
have done had not Miss Ellertoa been banging confidingly on his 
arm, I followed my baggage to the door, where that small epitome 
of the inberitanoe of the prinoe of darkness, an American stage- 
coach, awaited me as its ninth inside passenger. As the last per- 
son picked up, I knew very well the seat to which I waa destined, 
and drawing a final oool breatb in the breeEy oolonnade, I aum- 
moned resolution and abandoued myself to the tender mercies of 
*he driver. 

The " ray of contempt " that " will pierce through the shell of 
the tortoise," is a shaft from the bom of a new moon in oompari- 
aun with the beating of an American eun through the top of a 
stage-coach. This " accommodation " as it is sometimes bitterly 
■ailed, not being intended to carry oDiside passengers, has a top 
as thin as your grandmother's umbrella, Mack, porous, and crack- 
ed ; and while intended for a protection from the heat, it just suf- 
fices to collect the sun's rays with an incredible power and sultri- 
ness, and czolnde the air that makes it sufferable to the beasts of 
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the field. Of tho nino places inside this " dUly," the four soati 
in the corners are so far preferable that the ocoapant hu the oat- 
er side of his bodj exempt from a pcrspiratjve application of bs- 
man fleab (the thermometor at 100 degrees of Fahrenheit), irbile, 
of the three middle places on the three seats, the man in the cen- 
tre of the coach, with no support for his back, yet boried to the 
ohin in men, vomen, and children, is at the ninth and lowest de- 
gree of human suffering. I left Saratoga in each a atate of happi- 
ness as jon might suppose for a gentleman, who, besides fulfilling 
this latter category, had been prevbnsly unhappy in his love. 

I was dressed in a white ronndabout and trowsers of the same, 
ft straw hat, thread stockings, and pumps, and was so far a bless- 
ing to my neighbors that 1 looktd oooL Directly behind me, 00- 
oupying the middle of the back scat, eat a yovng woman with a 
gratis passenger in her lap (who, of oonrso, did not count among 
the nine), in the shape of a fat and a very hot child of three years 
of age, whom she called John, Jacky, Johnny, Jookct, Jacket, 
sod the other endearing diminutives of the namesakes of the great 
apoetlo. Like the saint who had been selected for his patron, be 
was a " voice crying in ihe wilderness." This little genilemgia 
was ezoeedingly unpopular with his two neighbors at the windows, 
aud hiB incursions upon their legs and shoulders in his occasional 
forays for fresh air, ended in his being forbidden to look out at 
either window, and plied largely with gingerbread to oootent him 
with the warm lap of his mother. Though I had no eyes in the 
back of my straw hat, I conceived very well the state in which a 
compost of soft gingerbread, tears, and perspiration, would soon 
leave the two unscrnpulous hands behind me } and as the j ills of 
the coach frequently threw roe back upon the knees of his mother, 
) could not consistently complain of the familiar use made of my 
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roandftbont and BhouHcrs in Master John'^ con^Unt cfa&nfres of 
posiiioD. I vowed my jacket to tbe first river, the niouieot I 
ooald make sure that the soft gingerbread was- exhsoeted — but I 
kept toy temper. 

How sn American Jehn gets hia team over ten miles in the 
hoar, throagh all the variety of eaDd, ruts, otaj-pits, and Btuoip- 
thiokets, is a problem that can only be resolved bj riding becido 
him OQ the box- Id the nsaat time ivc arrived at Ihe pretty vil- 
lage of Troy, some thirty milea from Saratoga; and here, having 
exchanged ray bedaubed jacket for a clean one, I freely forgave 
little Pickle bia freedoms, for I hoped never to set eyes on him 
again during his natural life. I was going eastward by another 
coach. 

Having eaten a salad for my dinner, and drank a bottle of iced 
olaret, I stepped forth in my " blanched and lavendered " jacket 
to take my place in tbe other coach, truatiog Frovidenoe not to 
afflict me twice in the same day with tbe evil I bad jast escaped, 
and feeling, on the whole, reconciled to my troTibled dividend of 
eternity. I got up tbe steps of the eoaob witb as much alacrity 
as the state of the thermometer would permit, and waa abont 
drawing my legs after me upon the forward seat, when a clammy 
band caught me unceremoniously by the shirt-collar, and tbe voice 
I was just beginning to forget cried out with a chuckle, " Dada .'" 

" Madam !'' I said, picking off the gingerbread from my shirt 
as the coach rolled down the street, '' I had hoped that your in- 
fernal child " 

I stopped in tbe middle of tbe sentence, for a pair of large blue 
eyea were looking wonderingly into mine, and for the first time I 
obaorved that the mother of this familiar DoisaDoe was one of tb< 
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prettiest women I h&«tseen sboe I had becomo aoseeptible to tho 
charms of the sex. 

"Are yoQ going to Boston, sir?'' aha iocinired, with a h&If 
timid smile, as if, in that oase, she appealed to me for protection 
on tlie road. 

" Yes, madam !" ] answered, taking little Jocket's pastj hand 
into mine, affeotiooately, u I retnmed her hesitating look ; " may 
I hope for your society so far ?" 

My fresh white waistcoat was soon embossed with a dingy yel- 
low. Where my enterprising fellow-passenger had Ifarnst his sticky 
fist into the pockets, and myRhmu shirt-bosom was reduced incon- 
tinently to the complexion of e. painter's rag ai^r doing a sanset 
in gamboge. I saw ever^thiog, however, throagh the blue eyes 
of hb mother, and was soon on snch pleasant t«rms with Master 
John, that, at one of the stopping-places, I inveigled him out of 
tho coach and dropped him accidentally into the horse-troagh, 
contriving to scrub him passably clean before be oaold recover 
breath enough for an outcry. I had already thrown the rosidanm 
of his gingerbread out of the window, so that his familiarities for 
the rest of tkc day were, at least, less adhesive. 

We dropped one or two way-passengers at Lebanon, and I was 
left in the coach with Mrs, Captain and Master John Thompson, 
in both whose favors I made a progress that (I may as well de- 
pone) considerably restored my spirits — laid flat by my nnthrift 
wooing at Saratoga. If a fly hath bat alit on my nose when my 
Belf-eatoem hath been thus at a discount, I have soothed myself 
with the fancy that it preferred me — a drowning vanity will so 
catch at a straw ! 

As we bowled along through some of the loTcliest scenery of 
Massachusetts, my companion (now become my charge) let me a 
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Uttle into ber bistorj, and at the same time, by those shadca of 
iDHDustion of which women bo iajtiQcUTely know the ases, gave 
me perfuctlj to comprehend that I might as welt economize my 
tendenieBS. The father of the riotous young gentleman who had 
made so free with my Valencia waistcoat and linen roandabuuts, 
bad the exclasive copyhold of bar affections. He had been three 
years at sea (I think 1 said before), and she was hasteniog to show 
bim the pledge of their affeations — come into the vorld since the 
good brig Dolly made her lost clearance from Buston bay. 

I was equally attentive to Mrs. Thompson after this illumiDs- 
tion, though I was, perhaps, a shade less enamored of ibe inter- 
esting freedoms of Master John: One's taste for chJldreo de- 
pends ao much upon one's love for their mothers ! 

It was twelve o'clock at night when the coach rattled in upon 
the pavements of Boston. Mrs. Thompson had express.-'d so 
mucli impatience during the last few miles, and seemed to i'lrink 
■0 sensitively from being left to herself in a stran>:e citj, tb^it I 
offered my services till she should find berseif in better bands, and, 
■a a briefer way of disposing of ber, had bribed the eoaohman, 
who was in a hurry with the mail, to turn a Uttle out of bis w<ty, 
and leave ber at ber husband's hotel. 

We drew up with a prodigioos clatter, accordingly, at the Marl- 
borough hotel, where, no coach being ezpeoted, the boots and 
bar-keeper were not immediately forthcoming. Aft.ir a rap " to 
wake the dead," I set about assisting the impatient driver in get- 
ting off the lady's trunks and boxes, and they stood in a large 
pyramid on the sidewalk when the door was opened, A man in 
his shirt, three parts asleep, held a flaring candle over hia head 
and looked through the half-opened door. 
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" Is Captain TbompsoQ up r" I asked rather bnisqaely, irritated 
at the 8OUV visage of the bar-keeper. 

" Cuptaia Thompson, sir !" 

"Captain Tbompson, eir! !" I repeated my words with a voice 
that Gent bim three paces back into the hall. 

" No, sir," he £aid at laf t, slipping one leg into hb trowaers, 
which had hitherto been under his arm. 

''Then wake bim imniediatiily, and tell him Mrs. Thompson 
is arrived." Here's a husband, tbongbt 1, as T heard something 
between a sob and a complaint issue from the coach-window at 
the bar-keeper's intelligence. To go to bed when he expected 
his wife and child, and after three years' separation ! She might 
•S well have made a parenthesis in her constancy ! 

" Have you called the captain r" I asked, aa I set Master John 
upon the steps, and observed the man still standing with the can- 
dle in his hand, grinning from ear to ear. 

*' Ko, sir," said the man. 

" No !'' I thundered, " and what in the devil's name is tbe rea- 

*' Boots !" he cried out in reply, " show this gentleman ' forty- 
one.' Thetu may wake Captain Thompson as likes ! / never 
beam of no Mrs. Thompson !" 

Rejecting an ungenerous 6u.spicioQ that flashed across my mind, 
and inlbrmiiig the bar-keeper m panaitt, ihat he was a brute and 
a donkey, I sprang up the gtairoase after a boy, and quite out of 
breath, arrived at a long gallery of bachelors' rooms on the fifth 
floor. The boy pointed to a door at the end of the gallery, and 
retreated to the banisters as if to escape the blowing up of « 
petard. 

Bata-tat-tftt 
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" Come in!" tbnndured a Toice like a hailing trnnipet. I took 
the Uinp from the boy, and opened the door, Oa a narrow bed 
well tacked up, lay a n-.ost formidable looking iodividaal, wilh a 
face glowing with carbaoclcs, a pair of doep-set ojes infiamed and 
Gery, and bair and eyebrows of glaring red, mixed slightly witb 
gray ; while outside the bed lay a hairy arm, with a fiat like the 
end of the club of Hercules. His bead tied loosely in a black 
Gilk handkerchief, and on the light-stand stood a tambler of bran- 
dy-and-water, 

" What do you want ?" he thundered again, as I stepped over 
the threshold and lifted my hat, struck speechlcas far a moment 
with this tmoxpected apparitioa. 

" Have I the pleasure," I asked, in a beutating voioe, " to ad- 
dress Captain Thompson >" 

" That's ray name !" 

"Ah! then, captain, I have the pleasure to inform you that 
JUrs. Thompson and little John are arrived. They are at the 
' door at this moment." 

A change in the expression of Captain Thompson's face check- 
ed ray information in the middle, and as I took a step backward, 
he raised himself on bis elbow, aod looked at me in a way that 
did not diminish my embarrassment. 

"I'll tell you what, Mr. Milk-and-water," said he, with an 
emphasis on every word like tlia desoent of a sledge-hammer ; 
"if you're not out of this room ia two seconds with your * Mrs. 
Thompson and litlle John,' 111 slam yon through that window, or 
the devil take me !" 

I reflected as I took another step backward, that if I were 
thrown down to Mrs. Thompson from a fifth story window I should 
not ho Id ft sUto to render her the assistance she reqni- ' ■ ■'-' 
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mnuking with ui ill-feigned gajetj to Captain ThompRoo that 
■0 decided a Dieasnre would not be neoessarv, I backed ezpedi- 
tionsl; over tbe threshold. As I waa oloeing his door, I heard 
the gulp of his brandy- and- water, and tbe next instant the empty 
glass whiniid past my retreating head, and was shattered to pieces 
on the wall behind mo. 

I gave tUo " boots" a cuff for an untimely roar of laughter as 
1 reached the dtaircoso, and descended, very much dlsoomSted and 
embarrassed, to Mrs. I'hompaon. My delay had thrown that lady 
bto a Tery moving state of unhapptuess. Her tears were glisten- 
ing in the Eight of the street lamp, and Master John was pulling 
away unheeded at her stomacher and crying as if he would split 
bis diaphragm. What to do ? I would have offered t6 take ber to 
my pateroui roef till the utystery could be cleared up — but I bad 
been absent two years, and to arrive at midnight with a woman 
and a young child, and such an improbable story — I did not think 
my repntatioD at home would bear me out. The eoaohman, too, 
began to swear and make demonstrations of leaving ns in tho 
street, and it was necessary to deeide. 

" Shove the baggage inside tbe ooaoh," I said at last, " and drive 
on. Don't be unhappy, Mrs. Thompson ! Jocket, stop crying, 
you villain ! I'll see that yon are comfortably disposed of for the 
night where the coach stops, madam, and to-morrow PU try a little 
reason with Captain Thompson." How the devil can she love 
such a volcanic specimen ! I muttered to myself, dodging in- 
stinctively at the bare remembrance of tbe glass of brandy-aud- 
water. 

The coachman made np lor lost time, and wo rattled over tba 
pavements at a rate that made Jocket^ hnllybaloo quite inaudible. 
&s we passed the dcor of my own homo, I wondered what would be 
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the impreasion of taj respeoUble pnreot, could he see me whtakiog 
by, after midnight, with a rfjected womaa and her progeny upon 
luy bands ; but smothering the uaworthy donbt that re-aross in my 
mind, (ouchiog the legitimacy of Master Jobft, I inwardly vowed 
that 1 would Bee Mrs. Thompson at all risks, fairly out of hor 
imbroglio. 

We pulled up with & noise like the rlisobarge of a load of paving- 
stones, and I was abont saying so methinghoth affectionate and con- 
solatory to my ireeping charge, when a tall handsome fellow, with a 
face as brown aa a berry, sprang to the coach-door and seiied her 
in hia arms ! A shower of kisses and tender epithets left me not 
a moment in doubt. There was another Captain Thompson.' 

He had hat been able to get rooms at the Marlborongh, as he 
bad anticipated when he wrote, and presnmiDg that the mail would 
ooine first to the post-office, he had waited for her there. 

As I was passicg the Marlborough a week or two afterwai'd, I 
stopped to inquire about Captain Thompson. I found that be was 
an old West India captain, who bad lived therebetween biscroises 
for twenty years more or less, and bad generally been snpporad a 
bachelor. He had suddenly gone to sea, the landlord told me, 
smiling at the same time, as if thereby hang a tale if he chose to 
tell it. 

*' The fact is," said Bonifiioe, when I pushed him a little on the 
tobjact, '■ be was beared off.'' 

" What scared him ?" I asked very ionooently. 

"A wife and child from some foreign port !" he answered laugh- 
ing as if be would burst his waistbaod, and taking me into tho 
back parlor to tell me the particulars. 
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Fashion U arbitrary, we all know. What it was that origiQ- 
ally gave Sassafras street the right to despise Pepperidge street, 
the oldest inhabitaot of the Village of Slimford oonld not positive- 
ly saj. The oourthoase and jail were in Sassafras street ; but the 
orthotioz church and female seminary were in Pepperidge street 

Two directors of the SUmford bank lived in Sa^taafraa street — 
two in Pepperidge street. The Dyaper fainity lived in SaasafriiA 
Btreet — the Dimity family in Pepperidge street ; and the fathers of 
the Dyaper girls and the Dimity ^rls were worth about the same 
money, and had both made it in the lumber line. There was no 
difference to speak of in their respective mode of living — none in 
the cdaoation of the girls — none in the family gravestones or 
church-pews. Yet, deny it who liked, the Dyapers were the 
aristocracy of Slimford. 

It may be a prejudice, but I am ioolined to think there is 
always something in a nose. ( I am about to mention a trifle, 
but trifles are Hie begiDDiDg of most things, and I would account 
for the pride paramount of the Dyapers, if it is io any way possi- 
ble.) The most stylish of the Miss Dyapers — Harriet Dyaper — 
bad a nooo Uke his giace the Duke of WelliDgton. Neither her 
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bther nor motber had Baoh a feature ; but tbere was a foreign 
umbrella in the farnOj with exsictlj the game shaped none on the 
ivory handle. Old Draper had oDce kept a tavern, and he bad 
taken this umbrella irora a stranger for a night's lodging. But 
that is neither here nor there. To the nose of Harriet Djaper, 
re.'ifitlessly and iustinotJTely, tiia Dimity fprls bad %ocked under 
iit school. There was authority for it ; for the American eagle 
had such a nose, and the Duke of Wellington had such a nose; 
and when, to thesa two warlike iaetaaces, waa added tho nose of 
Harriet Syaper, the tripod stood firn. Am I visiooary in be- 
lieving that tho aathority introduced ioto that riilage by a fo- 
reigner's uuibrcUa (so unaccountable is fato) gave the dynasty to 
the Dyapcrs ? 

1 bare mentioned but two families — one ia each of the tvo 
principal streets of Slimford. Having a little story to tell, I 
cannot afford to distract my narrative with nnnecesfary " aatdes ; " 
and I must not only omit all description of the other Sassafrasers 
and Peppsridgers, but I must leave to your imagination several 
Miss Dyapers and several Miss Dimitys — Harriet Dyaper and 
Meena Dimity being the two exclusive objects of my hero's Son- 
day and evening attentions. 

For eleven months in the year, the loves of the ladies of Slim- 
ford were presided over by indigenous Cupids. Brown Crash and 
the other boya of the village had the Dyapers and the Dimitys 
for that respective period to themselves. Tho remaining month, 
when their sun of favor was eolipsed, was daring the falling of the 
leaf, -when the "diummerg" came up to dun. The towniah clerks 
of the dr^goods merchants were too much for the provlociuls. 

Brown Crash knocked onder and sulked, owing, as bo said, to 
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the mGlaacbolj deprussioa aoaompanying tlia fall of tho deciduous 
TogeUtion. But I have not yet introduced you to m j hero. 

Brown Crash was the SUmford atage-agent. He was the son of 
a, retired watoh-maker, and had been laughed at in his boyhood 
for what the; called hU " airs." Ho loved, ctcd as a lad, to ba 
at the tavera when the sta^ oamc in, and help out the ladies. 
\\ itb imttinctiTo leisurelinese he pallod off his cap as soon after 
the "wboa-hap"a3 was necessary (and no sooner), and asked the 
ladies if they would " alight and take dinner," with a seduotive 
smile which began, ud the landlord said, " to pity." Hence his 
priHQotjon. Ac rixteen be was nominated stage-agent, and 
thenoeforward was the most conspicuous man in the village ; for 
" man" he was, if speech and gait go for anything. 

But we most minister a moment to the reader's inner sense ; for 
we do not write altogether for SUmford comprehension. Brown 
Crash had something in his oompodtion " above the vnlgar." If 
men's qualities were mixed like salads, and I were giving a " re- 
cipe for Brown Crashes," in Mrs. Glass's style, I should say his 
two principal ingredients were a dictionary and a danghill cock — 
for bis language was as ornate as bis style of ambulation was 
deliberate and imposing. What Brown Crash would have been, 
born Right Honorable, I leave (with the smaller Dyapers and 
Dimitys) to the reader's fancy. My object is to show what be 
teat — MtmHj patrician nurture and valnation. Words, with Brown 
Crash, wero susceptible of being dirtied by use. He liked a clean 
towel — be, preferred an unused phrase. But here stopped bis 
peculiarities. Below the epidermis he was like other men, subjeot 
to like tastes and pasnons. And if he expressed his loves and 
hates with grandiloquent imagery, they were the honest loves and 



^dbyGoogle 



48 FBN JOTTINGS. 

lMt«s of a week-day world — no finer nor flimeier for th^ bedoek- 
ed plumage. 

To use his own phrase, Brown frequented but two ladies in 
Slitnford — MisB Harriet Dyaper and Mias Meena Dimity. The 
Gnt we bare deacribed in describing her nose, for her lemainder 
was comparalivelj inconsiderable. The latter was " a love,'' and 
of course had nothing peculiar about ber. Sbe was a lamp — no- 
thing till lighted. She was a mantle — notbiog, except as worn by 
the owner. She was a mirror — bknlc and unconscious till some- 
thing came to be reSected. She was anything, loved — tmioeed, 
nothing ! And this (it b onr opinion after half a life) is the most 
delicioos and adorable variety of woman that baa been spared to 
ns from the mnsenm of specimen angels. (A remark of Brown 
Crash's, by the way, of which he may as well have the credit.) 

Now Mr. Crash bad an ambitions weakness for the best sooiety, 
and be liked to appear intimate with the Dyapers. But is Meeiu 
Dimity there was a secret oharra which made him wish she was 
an ever-to-be-handed-out lady-stage-passengar. He could have 
given her a band, and brought in her umbrella, and bandbox, all 
day long. In bis bonre of pride he thonght of the Dyapers. In 
his hours of afieotion of Meena Dimity. Bat the Dyapers looked 
down upon the Dimitys ; and to play his card delicately be- 
tween Harriet and BIcena, took all the diplomacy of Brown 
Crash. The auconscious Meena would walk up Sassafras 
street when she had his arm, and the auornfol Harriet, teoiUd 
be there with her nose over the front gate to sne^r at them. 
He managed as well as be could. He went on light evenings 
to the Dyapers — on dark evenings to the Dimitys. He took 
town-walks with the Dyapers — country walks with the Dim- 
itys. Bnt his acquaintance vrith tb« Dyapern hun; by the eyelids. 
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Harriet ]iked him ; for he was the only beau in Slimford when 
muuen were not belittled beside her nose. But her aoqnaintaiies 
Wtli him wM a condescension, and he well knew tiiat he eoald not 
" hold her bj the noae *' if she were offended. Oh no t Though 
their respeotire progenitors were of no very nneqaal rank — 
though a horolo^st and a " boss Inmberman^ might abetractly 
be equals — the Djapere bad the power ! Tu — they could lift 
him to tbemBelTes, or dash hini down to the Ditnitjs ; and all 
Slimford would agree, in the Utter caae, that he was a "slab" and 
a ^' small potato I" 

But a change came o'er the spirit of Brown Crash's dream I 
The drummers were lording it in Slimford, and Brown, rednoed 
to Meena Dimity (for he was too prood to pUyseeond fiddte to ft 
town dandy), was walking with her on a dark night past the 
Dyapers. The Byapers were hanging over the gate, unluckily, 
and their Pearl-street admirers sitting on the top rail of the fence. 

" Who is it?" said a strange voice. 

The reply, sent upward from a aeomfully projecting under lipi 
rebounded in eohoes from the tense nose of Miss Dyaper. 

'^A Mr. Graah, and a girl from the back street !'' 

It was enough. A hot spot on his oheek, a warm rim round 
his eyes, a pimply pricking in his skin, and it was all over ! His 
TOW was made. He coldly bid Meena good night at her father's 
door, and went home and counted his money. And from that 
hour, without regard to sez, he secretly aeeepted shillings from 
gratified travellers, and " stood treat " no more. * * « 

Saratoga was crowded with the dispersed nuclei of the 
metropolises. Fashion, wealth, and beauty, were there. Brown 
Crash was there, on bb return from a tour to N.a)(sra and tho 
lakes. 
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" Brown Crasb, Esq " was one of the notabilities of Congress 
Ball Here and there a dand; " coald oot quite make him oat," 
bnt there was evidently something uncommon abont him. The 
ladies thonght him " of the old school of politeness," and the 
polttjoians thonght he had the ur of one used to inSaence in his 
ooonty. His language was certunly very choice ftnd pecnliar, 
and his gait was oonsoioaa dignity itself. He mnst have been 
earefully educated ; yel^ his manners were popular, and he waa 
particularly courteous on a first introduction. The elegance and 
ease with which he helped the ladies out of their carriages were 
particularly remarked, and a shrewd obwrver said of him^ that 
" tiat point of high breeding was only acquired by daily habit. 
He must have been brought up where there were carriages and 
ladies.'' A member of Congress, who expected to rua for gover- 
nor, inquired his county, and took wine with him. His name was 
mentioned by the letter-writers from the springs. Brown Crash 
was in his perihelion ! 

The season leaned to it's cloao, and the following paragraph 
appeared in the New York American : — 

"Fai&wnahle IntelUgeiux. — The company at the Springs ia 
breaking up. We understand that the Yice-Preaident and 
Brown Gmsh, Esq, have already left for their respective residen- 
ces. The latter gentleman, it ia understood, has formed a matri- 
tuonial engagement with a family of wealth and diatiaotion from 
the Boath. We trust that these iotereating bonds, binding toge- 
ther the leading families of the far-divided extremities of our 
country, may tend to strengthen the tenacity of the great Ameri- 
0M> Union !" 
* * • • • * * 

It was not surprising that the ola&s in Slimford who knew every- 
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thing — tbo mitlioera, to wit — moraliied someirlikt bitterly on Mr. 
Crssh'd devotion to the Drapers after bia retorn, and bia oonsa- 
qoeot sligbt to Meena Dimity. " If that was the effect of fashion 
aad distiQctioQ on the heart, Mr. Crash was welooiuo to his hoQ- 
ors ! Let him man? Miss Dyaper, and tbc; wished him mnolt 
joj of her nose ; bnt they would never believe that he had not 
rathlessly broken the heart of Meena Dimitj, and he ought to be 
ashamed of himself, if there was any sbarae in snch a dandy." 

But the railliners, tbongb powerful people in their own way, 
oould little affeot the momentnm of Brown Crash's glories. The 
paragraph from the "Americaa" had been copied into the " Slim- 
ford Advertiser," and the eyes of Sassafras street and Fepperidge 
street were alike opened. Thoyhad nndervalued their indigenous 
" prophet," They bad misinterpreted and misread the stamp of 
his superiority. He had been obliged to go from them to be re- 
cogniied. Bnt he was returned. He was there to have repara- 
tion made — justice done. And now, what offioe would he like, 
from Assessor to Patbmaster, and would be be good enough to 
name it before the next town-meeting .' Brown Crash was king of 
Slimford I 

And Harriet Dyaper ! The scorn from ber lip had gone, like, 
the blue from a radish ! Notes for *' B. Crash, Esq.," showered 
from Sasuafraa street — bouquets from old Dyaper's front yard 
glided to him per black boy — no end to the endearing attentions, 
nndisguised and unequivocal. Brown Crash and Harriet Dyaper 
wore engaged, if having the front parlor entirely given up to them 
of an evening meant anything — if his being expected every night 
to tea meant anything — if hia devoted (though she thought rather 
cold) attentions meant auy thing. 

Theg didn't mean am/ihing .' They all didn't mean any- 
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thing ! What does the ortliodox minister do, the third Sunday 
after Brown Crash's retaro, bat read the baaas of matriiuoDj 

betneeo that faithless man and Meena Dimity ! 

Bat this was not to be endured. Harriet Dyaper bad a cousin 
vho was a " strapper." He was boss of a sawmill in the next 
county, and he mast be sent for. 

Ho waa aent for. 
» » • ^ « * ■ 

The fight was over. Boas Dyaper had undertaken to flog 
Brown Crash, bnt it was a drawn battle — for the combatanta had 
been pulled apart by their coat-tails. They stepped into the bar- 
room and stood recovering their breath. The people of Slimford 
crowded in, and wanted to have the matter talked over. Boss 
Dyaper bolted out his grievance. 

" Geotleoien !'' said Brown Crash, with one of his irresistible 
come-to-dinner smiles, "I am culpable, perluips, in the mionlias 
of this business — justifiable, I trnst you will aay, in the general 
scope and tendency. Yon, all of you, probably, had mothers, and 
some of you have wives and sisters ; and your ' silver cord' natur- 
ally sympathizes with a worsted woman. But gentlemen, you are 
republicans! Yon, all of you, are the rulers of a country very 
large indeed ; and you are not limited in your views to one woman, 
nor to a thooEand women — to one mile nor to a thousand miles. 
You generalize ! you go for magnificent principles, gentlemen ! 
You scorn high-and-migh tineas, and supercilious aristocracy !" 

" Hurra for Mr. Crash !" cried a stage-driver from the outside. 

" Well, gentlemen ! In what I have done, I have deserved well 
of a republican country! True — it has been my misfortune to 
loll my Jnggemant of principle over the sensibilities of that 
gentleman's respectable female relative. But, gentlemen, she 
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oSeniled, reiuidilessly and groaaly, one of tbe sovereign people ! 
She scorned one of carth'a fairest daughters, ivho lives io a baok 
street! Gentlemen, joa know tbat pride tripped up Lucifer! 
Shall a tiptop angel fall for it, ond a young woman who is nothing 
particnlar be left eoornfully standing ? Shall Miss Dyaper hare 
mote pririlegos than Lucifer ? I sppreciate jour indignant 
negative ! 

" But, gcntlemea, I am free to confess, I had also mj repub- 
lican private end. You know jaj earl; history. Yoa have 
witnessed my struggles to be respected by my honorable cootem- 
poraiies. If it be my weakness to be seositive to the finger of 
scorn, be it BO. You will know how to pardon me. But I will 
be brief. At a particular crL^is of my acquaintanoe with Miss 
Dyaper, I found it expedient to transfer my nntrammelled ten 
dernesees to Pepperidge street. My heart bad long been in 
Peppcridge street. But, gentlemen, to have done it without 
removing from before my eyes the ooatuLuelious finger of the soom 
of Saseafras street, waa beyond my capabilities of endurance. 
Injustice to my present 'future,' gentlemen, I felt that I must 
remove * sour grapes ' from my escutcheon — that I must soar to 
a point, whence swooping proudly to Meena Dimity, I should 
pass the Dyapers in descending ! 

(Cheers and murmurs.) 

" Gentlemen and frleods ! This world is all a fleeting show. 
The hell has rung, and I keep yon from your suppers. Briefly. 
I found the means to travel and test the ring of my metal among 
nn prejudiced strangers. I wished to achieve distinction and 
return to my birthplace ; but for what f Do me justice, gentle- 
men. Not to lord it in Sassafras street. Not to carry off a 
Dyaper with triumphant elation ! Not to ponace on yoor aristo- 
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oratio No. 1, and link m; destiaj vith the disdainful Djapers ! 
No ! But to choose where I liked, and have the credit of liking 
it ! To have Slimford believe that if I preferred their No. 2, it 
ffos becaose I liked it better than No. 1. GeDtlemen, I am a 
republican ! I may find my congenial spirit among the wealthy 
— I may find it amoag the bnmble. Bat I want the liberty to 
choose. And I have achieved it, I trust you will permit me the 
liberty to say. Having been honored by the dignitaries of » 
metropolis — having oonsorted with a candidate for gubernatorial 
distinction — having been recorded in a public journal aa a com- 
panion of the Vice-President of this free and bappy country — 
you will believe me when I declare that I prefer Pepperidgo 
ati-eet to Sassafras — ^you will credit my sincerity, when, having 
been approved by the Dyaper'a betters, I ^ve tbem the go-by 
for the Dimitys ! Gentlemen, I have done." 

The leader will not be surprised to learn that Mr. Brown 
Crash is now a prominent member of the legislature, and an 
exoossive aristocrat — Peppertdge street and very democratio 
spceohes to the contrary notwithstanding. 
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The temoritj with wbioh I hovered on tbe brink of matrimony 
when a very young man oould only be appcecUted by a fatnitoiu 
ciednlity. The unmbsr of very fiit mothers of very plain bmilies 
who can point me out to their respective offipring as their onoe 
imminent papa, is ludicroosly improbable. The truth vas that I 
had a powerful imaginatioa in my early youth, and no " realiring 
sense." A coral neok-lace, warm from the wearer — a shoe with 
a little round stain m the sole — anything flannel — a bitten row- 
bud with the mark of a tooth upon it — a rose, a glove, a thimble 
^Hjither of these was agony, ecstaay ! To anything vrith onrls 
and Bkirts, and especially if cnciroled by a sky-blue sash, niy 
heart was as prodigal as a Croton hydrant. Ah me ! 

But, of all my short eternal attachments, f idelia Baloh (nace 
Mrs. P. Trott) was the kindest and fairest. FaitMesa of eonrse 
she was, since my name does not begin witb a T. — bnt if she did 
not continue to tovo me — P. Trott or no P. Trott — die wa» 
shockingly forsworn, as can be proved by several stars, asud^ 
considered very attentive listeners. I rather pitied poor Trotk>- 
far I knew 

" Her heart— it was fljurtheT"^" 
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and he ma rich and forty-odd. But tbay seeraed to lin very 
barmonioailj, and if I availed myself of such little consolatioos 
u fell in my way, it was the result of philosophy. I oever forgot 
the faithlHs Fidelia. 

Thia ia to be a disembowelled narratire, dear reader — ekipping 
from the maidenhoud of my heroine to her widowhood, fifteen 
years — yet I would have yon supply here and there a betweenity. 
My own sufferiags at seeing my adored Fidelia go daily into ano- 
-tber man's house and shut the door after her, yoa osn easily con- 
eeire. Though not in the habit of rebelling against humau inati- 
tntiona, it did seem to ma that the marriage oeremoDj bad no 
boaineas to give old Trott quite so much for his money. But the 
Bggrava^ng part of it was ta oome ! Mrs. 1'- Trott jricvr pruttiei' 
every day, and of course three hundred and i^iz'y-Bve noticeaUe 
degrees prettier every year .' She seemed iooapAble of, or not 
liable to, wear and tear ; and probably old 'I'rott mus a man, ia- 
doont, of very oven behavior. And, it should be said, too, in ez- 
planation, that, as Miss Balch, Fidelia was a shade too fat for her 
nodeL She embellished as her dimplea grew shallower. Trifle 
by trifle, like the progress of a statue, the superfluity fell away 
from nature's original Misa Baloh (as designed in Heaven), and 
when old Paaaable died (and no one knew what that P. stood for, 
tin it waa betrayed by the indiscreet plate on bis coffin) Mre. 
Trott, thirty-three years oU, was at her maximum of beauty. 
Plnmp, taper, transparently fair, with an arm like a high-con- 
ditioned Venns, and a neok set ou like the swell of a French 
bom, she waa oonanmedly good-looking. When I aaw in the pa- 
par, "Died, Mr. F. Trott," I went out and walked past the 
bonae, with overpowering emotions. Thanks to a great many r«- 
fuaali, / had been faithful .' / ooald bring her the same heart, 
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DDniKd and undamagei], which I had offarcd her before ! I could 
geoerously overlook Mr. Troll's tenipKinry occupation (siace ho 
had left ns hU moDey !^— aod wheD her mouroiDg should be ovtsr 
— ihe very day — the Tery hour — her first love should be readi- 
for her, good as new ! 

I have said nothiDg of any evidences of eontinned attachment 
on the part or Mrs. Trott, She was a discreet person aud not 
likely to compromise Mr. P. Trott till she knew the atrcnglh of 
his constitution. But there was one evidence of lingering prefer- 
ence which I built upon like a rock. I had not visited her during 
these fifteen years, Trott liked me not — ^yon oaa guess why! 
Knt I had n nephew, five years old when Miss Baloh was my 
' private'y engaged," and as like me, that boy, as could be cop- 
ied by nature. He was our unsuspecting messenger of love, i;o- 
ing to play in old Baloh's garden when I was forbidden the house, 
anconscioos of the billet-doox in the pocket of his pinafore ; snd 
to this boy, after our separation, oeemed Fidelia to cling. Hh 
grew np to a youth of mind and manners, and still she cherished 
him. He all but lived at old Trott'a, petted and made mnch of 
—her constJint companion — reading, walking, riding — indeed, 
when home from college, her sola society. Are you surpri.ied 
that, in all this, there was a tendemefs of remiDUcenoe that 
touched and assured me ? Ah — 

" On revienl tonjoun 



I thought it delicate, and best, to let silence do its work dur- 
ing that yeu of mourning. I did not whisper even to my nephew 
Bob the seerat of my hk^tpineia. I left ons oard ot condolence 
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after old Trott'a faaeral, ftnd lived private, coantiog tho honrs 
The BlowoHt lind of eternic; it sppcared ! 

The morDiDg novcr seemed to me to break with so mnob diffi- 
culty and reluctance as on the anniversary of the demise of Mr. 
Passable Trotb— Jane 2, 1840. Time is a comparative thing, I 
Tell know, but the minntes seemed to stick, on that interminable 
morning. I began to dress for breakfast at fonr — bnt details are 
tiresome. Let me assure yon that twelve o'clock, A. M., did 
arrive ! The clocks struck it, and the shadows verified it. 

I could not have borne an accidental " not at homo," and I re- 
solved not to run the risk of it. Lovers, besides, are not tied to 
knockers and ceremony. I bribed the gardener. Fidelia's bou- 
doir, I knew, opened upon the lawn, and it seemed more like love 
to walk in. She knew — I knew — Fate and circumstance knew 
and had ordained — that that morning was to be shoved np, joined 
on, and dovetailed to our last separation. The time between was 
to be a blank. Of course she expected me. 

The garden door was ajir — as paid for. I entered, traversed 
the vegetable beds, tripped through the flower-walk, and — oh 
bliss ! — the window was open ! I could just see the Egyptian urn 
on its pedestal of sphinxes, into which I knew (per Bob) she threw 
all her fading rosee. I glided near. 1 looked in at tho window. 

Ah, that picture ! She sat with her back to me — her arm — ■ 
that arm of rosy alabaster — thrown carelessly over her chair — 
her egg-shell ehtn resting on her other thumb and forefinger — 
her eyelids sweeping her cheek— and a white — ^yes 1 a white bow 
in her hair. And her dress was of snowy lawn — white, bridal 
white ! Adien, old Passable Trott ! 

I wiped my eyes and looked again. Old Trott'a portrait huug 
CD the wall, but that was nothing. Her gmtar lay on the table, 
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md — did I see aright i — a miDUture jost beside it ! Perhaps of 
old Trott — taken out for the last time. Well — well ! He was 
a very respectable man, and had beea very kind to her, most 
likely. 

" Ebem t*' Eaid I, stepping over the sQl, " Fidelia !" 

She Etart«d and turned, and oertainl/ looked snrprised. 

" Mr, G !" said she. 

" It is long siaoe we parted !" I said, helping myself to a ohair. 

" Quite long !" said Fidelia. 

" So long that ;oa have forgotten the name of O ?" I aek- 

ed, tremalonsly. 

*' Oh no !" she replied, covering np the miniatnre on the table 
by a careless movement of her scarf. 

'' And may 1 hope that that name has not grown distastefU to 
yoo ?'' 1 Bummoned courage to say. 

" JJ no ! Ido not know that it has, Mr, G !" 

The blood returned to mj fainting heart ! I felt as in days 
of yore. 

*' Fidelia '.'' said I, " let me not waste the precious moments. 
You loved me at twenty — may I hope that I may stand to yon 
in a nearer relation ! May I venture to think that our fomily ia 
not nnworthjr of a union with the Balohea .'—that, as Mrs. G ' , 
yon could be happy ?" 

Fidelia looked — hesitated — took up the miniature, and clasped 
it to her breast. 

"Do I understand jou rightly, Mr. G !" she tremulously 

exoMmed. " But I think 1 do ! I remember well what yoq 
were at twenty ! This picture is like what yon were then — with 
difiercaoes, it is true, but atill like ' Dear piotnre !" ahe exclaim 
ed agMn, kiasiiig it with laptore. 
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(Fow oonld aka have got my tuiaUtnre } — but no i 
taken by stealth, I preeume. Sweet anii eager uitieipatioD !) 

" And Robert baa returned from ooUege, tben i" abe said, in- 
qniringly. 

"Not that I know of," said I. 

" indoed ! — then he baa written to 50a !" 

"Not recently!" 

"Ah, poor boy! be anticipated! Well, Mr. G ■ — ! I will 
not affect to be coy where my heart baa been bo long intereated." 

(I Ktood ready to olaap her to my boaom.) 

" Tell Robert my mourning ia over — tuU him hia name " (the 
naroe of G --, of course) " is the mosio of my life, and tkat I 
will marry whenever bo pleases !" 

A horrid anapioion oroaned my mind, 

" Pardon me !'' said I j " iBAenever ht pltatet, did you say ? 
Why, particularly, when Aepleaus?" 

" La ! his not being of age is no impediment, I hope !" said 
Ura. Trott, with sooie aarprise. " Look at hjj mioiatore, Mr. 

Q ! It baa a boyish look, it's true — but so had you — at 

twenty !" 

Ilope saok withio me ! I would have given worlds to be away. 
The trath was apparent to me — perfectly apparent. She loved 
that boy Bob— that child — Uiat mere child — and meant to marry 
him ! Yet how oonid it be poaaible ! 1 might be — yea — I 
muti be, mistaken. Fidelia Balch — wbo was a woman when ho 
waa an urchin in petticoats ! she to think of marrying that boy ! 
I wronged her— oh I wronged her ! But, worst oooio to the 
worat, there was no barm in baviog it perfectly understood. 

" Pardon me '.'' said I, pnt^ng on a look as if I expected a 
abont of langhter for the mere auppoution, " I should gather- 
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(categorically, miod you!— only ctttegorioally)— I should gathei 
from what you said just now — (had I been a third person listen- 
ing, that is to eay — nith no boowledgo of the parties) — I should 
really have gathered that Bob — little Bob— was the happy man, 
and not I ! Now don't laagh at me !" 

" Yea the happy man ! — Ob, Mr. G ! you are joking ! 

Oh DO ! pardon me if I have UDiatenlioaally misled you — but if I 

marry again, Mr. G , il will be a young man! .'.' In short, 

not to iiiinoe the matter, Mr. Q , your nephew ia to become 

my husband (notbing unforeseen turniog up) in the course of tlie 
next week ! We shall have the pleasure of seeing you at the 
wedding, of course ! Oh no ! Yoa ! I should fancy that no 
woman would make two unequal marriages, Mr. Q — — . Good 
moroiDg, Mr. G !" 

I was left alone, and to return as I pleased, by the vegetable 
garden or the front door. I chose the latter, being somewhat 
piqued as well as inexpressibly grieved and disappointed. But 
pbilosopby came to my aid, and 1 soon full into a mood of spe- 
culaiion. 

" Fidelia is constant !" said I to myself — " constant, after al! i 
She made up her mouth for me at twenty. But I did not ttof 
twenty ! Oh no ! I, unadvisedly, and without preparalively cul- 
tivating her taste for thirty-five, became thirty-five. And now 
what was she to do ? Her taste was not at all embarked in Pas- 
sable Trott, aiid it stayed just as it was — waiting to be called up 
and used. She locks it up decently till old Trott dies, and then 
reproduces — what .' Why, just what she kicked up — a taste for 
a young mau at twenty — and just suob a younq man as she loved 
when she was twenty ! Bub — of course ! Bob is like me — Bob 
is twenty ! Be Bob her husband ! 

But 1 cannot say T quite like each oonstanoy ! 
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(since discovebed to be Mias jones.) 

Not long ago, but before poetry and pin-money were discoTeT' 
ed to be oause and effect, Miis Phebe Jane Jones ires one of the 
most charming contributors to a certain periodical nov gone ovei 

"Letie'a irbnrf." Her signature was "lone S !" a neat 

Utagram, out of which few would have picked the monoayllable 
engraved upon her father's brass knocker. She wrote mostly in 
Terse ; but her prose, of which you will presently aee a specimen 
or two, was her better vein — as being more easily embroidered, 
and not cramped with the inexorable fetters of rhyme. Misi 
Jones abanduned authorship before the New Mirror was estab- 
lished, or she would, doubtless, have been one of its paid cootri- 
bntors — as much (" wo " flatter ourselves) as could well ha said 
of her abilities. 

The beauty of hectics and hollow chesfa has been written out 
of fashion ; so I may venture Upon the simple imagery of trudi 
and nature. Miss Jones was as handsome as a prize heifer. 
She was a compact, plomp, wholesome, clean-limbed, beautifuUy- 
marked animal, with eyes like inkstands running over, and a 
moutii that looked, when she smiled, as if it bad never been opujt 



=dt>yG00gIC 



THE SPIKIT-LOTE OP "lONE 8 .» Q3 

ed liefore, tbe teeth aeemed bo freab and uobatidled. Her voice 
had a tone clear SG the ring of a silver dollar ; and her ]iiiij;t 
must have been as sonod as a pippin, for when she laaghcd 
(which Gbe never did unless iibe was surprised into it, for she lov- 
ed melaDcholy), it was like the gurgling of a brook over the peb- 
bles. The braa-new people made by Dencalion and Pyrrha, 
when it cleared up after the flood, were probably in Miss Jones's 
style. 

But do yOQ snppose that " lone S " cared any tbiDg for 

her good looks ! What — value the poor perishing tenement 
in which nature had chosen to lodge her intelleotad and spiritual 
part ! What — care for her covering of clay ! What-^waste 
thought on the chain that kept her from the Pleiades, of which, 
perhaps, she was the lost sister (who knows) ? And, more than 
all — oh gracious !— to be loved for this trumpery-drapery of her 
immortal essence ! 

Tea — infra dig. as it may seem to record saoh an unworthy 
trifle — the oelestial Phebe had the superfluity of an eveT7-day 
lover. Gideon Flimmins was willing to take her on ber outer 
inventory alone. He loved her cheeks — he did not hesitate to 
admit ! He loved ber lips — bo oould not help specifying ! He 
had been known to name her shoulders ! And, in taking out a 
thorn for her with a pair of tweeiers one day, he had literally 
ezclumed with rapture that she had a heavenly little pink thumb. 

But of " lone S " he had never spoken a word. No, though 

she read him fiuthfully every eflnaion that appeared — asked hiii 

opinion of every separate atania — talked of " foue 3 " as the 

person on earth she most wished to see (for she kept ber literary 
inc(^.) — Gideon had never alluded to her a second time, and 
perseveringly, hatefully, atrociously, and with mundane moljvs 
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only, lie made indastrionB lovo to the outfide and visible Phebe ' 
Well ! WeU ! 

CoDtignily is MmethiDg, in love ; aod the FlimtniDses were 
neighbors of the Joneses. Gideon had anotber adTftntrnge^for 
Ophelia Flimmioa, bia eHest uster, waa Mi» Joaes's eteroally 
attached friend. To ezpl^n ihii, I mast trouble the reader to 
take notice that there were two streaks ia the FlimiDins liiniily. 
Fat Mrs. Flimmins, the mother (who had been dead a year), was 
a thoTOOjrh " man of business," aad it waa to her downright and 
upright maQagement of her hashand'a wholesale and rebul hat- 
IJning establishment, that the family owed its prosperity ; for 
Ueredotns Flimmins, whose name was on the sign, was a flimsy- 
ish kind of ughing-dying man, and nobody aonld ever Gad ont 
what OQ earth he wanted. Gideon and the two fli^shy Miss 
Flimminaes took after their mother, bat Ophelia, whose semi- 
translucent frame was the envy of her fiiithful Phebe, wu, witb 
very trifling ezceptious, the perfect model of her sire. She 
devotedly loved the moon. She bad her preferenoes among the 
stars of beaveo. She abominated the garish sua. And she and 
Phebe met by night — -on the sidewalk around their mutual 
nearest corner — deeply veiled to conceal their emotion from the 
intruding gaze of such stars as they were not acqnainted with — 
and there they communed ! 

I never know, nor have I any the remotest suapicion of the 
reasoning by which these commingled spirits arrived at the eon- 
elusion that there was t, want in their delieious union. They 
might have known, indeed, that the chain of bliss, ever so far 
extended, breaks off at last with an imperfect link — that 
though mostard and bam may turn two slices of innooent bread 
into k sandwich, there will still be v onbuttered outside. Bat 
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ttejr were yoang — tbey were sangnme. Phebe, at least, believed 
tbttt io the regions of space there existed — " waDderiag but n<A 
lojit''— the aohiug worser half of which she was tbe '' better" — 
Bome lofty iatellect, capable of soundiog the uDfathomable abysses 
of bera — some male essence, all sool and romance, with whom she 
could Boar finally, arm-iD-arm, to their native star, wiih no 
changes of any consequence between their earthly and their 
astral communioo. It occurred to her, at last, that a Utter ad- 
dressed to him, through her favorite periodical, might possibly 
reach bia eye. Tbe following (which the reader may very likely 
remember to have seen) appeared in tbe paper of the following 
Saturday : — 

" To my ipiril-Autband, gritting : — 

" Where art thou, bridegroom of my soul ? Thy lone 8 ■■■ 
calls to thee from tbe aobing void of her lonely spirit ! What 
namo bcarest thou ? What path walkest tboa ? How can I, 
glow-worm like, lift my wings and show thee luy lamp of guiding 
love ? 11)03 wing I these words to thy dwelling-place (for thoa 

art, perhaps, a subscriber to the M r). Go — trnanttl 

Best not till ;e meet hia eye. 

" But I must speak to thee after the manner of this world. 

" I am a poetess of eighteen summers. Eigbteen weary years 
have I worn this prison-house of fie^h, in which, when torn from 
tbee, I was condemned to wander. Bat my soul is untamed by 
its cage of darkness ! I remember, aod remember only, the loat 
husband of my spirit-world. I perform, coldly and scornfully, 
the nnbeaveoly necessities of this temporary existence ; and from 
the windows of my prison (black — like tbe glimpses of the mid* 
night heaven they let in) I look ont for (be oonuof of my qurit- 
lord. Lonely I lonely ! 
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" TboQ woaldst know, perhtps, wliat wmblanoe I beu ndm 
my mortal separation from thee. Alas ! the rose, not the lilj, 
reigns npon my oheek ! I would not disappoint thee, thoagb of 
that there ia little fear, for thou lovest for the spirit only. Bat 
beliere not, because health holds me rudely down, and I seem 
not fragile and ready to depart — believe not, oh bridegroom of 
my soul ! that I bear willingly my fleshly fetter, or endure witli 
patience the degrading homage to its beauty. For there are 
eonlleas worms who think me ^r. Ay — in the strength and 
freshness of my corporeal coTering, there are those who rejoice 1 
Oh ! mockery ! mockery ! 

" List to me, Ithnriel (for I must hare a name to coll thee by, 
and, till thou breatbest thy own seraphic name into m; ear, be 
thou Ithnriel) ! List ! I would meet thee in the darkness only ! 
Thou shalt not sec me with thy mortal eyes ! Penetrate the 
put, and remember the smoke-curl of wavy lightness in which I 
floated to thy embrace ! Bemember the sunset-cloud to which 
we retired ; the starry lamps that hang over our slambers I And 
on the softest whisper of onr voices lot thy thoughts pass to mine ! 
Speak not alond ! Marmnr ! murmur! murmur! 

" Dost thou know, Ithnriel, I would &ia prove to thee my 
freedom from the trammels of this world ! In ^rbat chance shape 
thy accident of clay may be cast, I know not. Ay, and I care 
not ! I would thou wert a hunchback, Ithuriel ! I would thou 
wert disguised as a monster, my s pi tit-husband ! So would I 
prove to thee my elevaUon above mortality t So would I show 
thee, that in the range of eternity for which we are wedded, a 
nomenfa covering darkens thee not — that, like s star sailiug 
throogh a cloud, thy brightness is remembered while it is eclipsed 
—that thy lone would recogniie thy voice, be aware of thy 
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presence, ftdore thee, as she was oelestiaUj wont — ay, thoagh 
tbou Welt iajpriijoned la the likeDcss of a reptile ! lone care for 
mortal be&utj ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! — Ila ! bit ! ]i*l 

" Coma to me, Iihuiiel .' M; heart writhes in its cell for oon- 
veree with thee ! I am eick-thonghtod ! M; spirit wrings its 
thin fingers to pla; with thy ethereal hair ! My earthly cheek, 
though it obstinately refuses to pale, tingles with fever for thy 
eoming. Glide t« me in the shadow of eve — softly ! softly 1 

" Address 'P ' at the M r office. 

" Thine, " Ione S " 

* « * » « « 

There came a letter to " P." 

* * * * * fc 

It was an inky night. The moon was in hor prirate chamber. 
The stars bad drawn over their heads the coverlet of clouds and 
preteoded to sleep. The street lamps heartlessly burned on. 

Twelve struck with " damnable iteration." 

On tiploe and with beating heart, Phebe Jane left her father's 
area. Ophelia Flimmins followed her at a little distance, for 
lone was going to meet her spirit-bridegroom, and receive a 
renewal of hia ante-vital vows ; and she wished her friend, the 
echo of her soul, to overbear and witness them. For oh — if 
words were anything — if the soul could be melted and poured, 
lava- like, upon " salin post" — if there was truth in feeliDgs mag- 
netic and prophetic — then was he who had responded to, and 

oorreapooded wiib, lone S (she writing to " I," and he to 

'■ P"), the ideal for whom she had so long sighed — the lost half 
of the whole so mournfully incomplete— her aoul's missing and 
once spiritually Siamesed twin ! Uls sweet letters bad echoed 
every sentiraiint of her heart- He had agreed with her that 



=dt>yG00gIC 



eg FON JOTTINGS. 

onbiido was notbiog — thtt eutbly beaatj was poor, pembiD);, 
ptriful — tbat nothing tbat could be seen, toocbed, or describu<t, 
bad aoythiDf; to do with Ibe Bpiiitoallj-passiaDate iuterouDrae to 
ffbicli their respeotire essences achioglj yearced — that, unseen, 
unheard, save in whispers faint as a rose's sigh when laDgaisbing 
ut noon, ihej might meet in communion bli^ful, snperhaman, 
and aatiBfactorj. 

I'et where fittingly to meet — ob agony ! agony ! 

The street-lamps two squares off Lad bi-en taken np to lay 
down gas. Ophelia Fiimmins had inirardly marked Jt Between 
No. 126 and No. 132, more partleularly, the echoing sidewalk 
was bathed in unfathomable nigbt^fur there were vacant lots 
occupied as & repository for osed-up omnibuses. At the most 
lonely point there stood a tree, and, fortanately, this night, in the 
gutter beneath the tree, stood a newly-disabled 'bus of the Knick- 
erbocker line — and (sweet omen !) it was blue ! In this covert 
could the witnessing Ophelia lie perdu, observioj; unseen ibroagb 
the open door ; and beneath this tree was to take place the meet- 
ing of souls — the re-interohange of sky-bora vows — the immate- 
rial nnion of Ithtuial and lone ! Bliss ! bliss ! — esquiute to 
anguish. 

But — oh incontinent Tessel — Ophelia had blabbed. The two 
fat Miss FUmminses were in the secret — nay, more — they were 
iu the omnibus ! Ay — deeply in, and portentously ulent, they 
sat, warm and wondering, on either ude of the lamp, probably 
eztiuguishcd for ever ! They knew not well what was to be. 
Bat wbatever sort of thing was a " marriage of eoul," and 
whether "Itbariel" was body or nobody — mortal man or angel 
m a blue scarf — the Miss Flimmioses wishi:d to see him. Half 
an hour before the trystjng-time they had fanned their way thither, 
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fi)r K thnadcr-etorm waa ia the Bir and the night vas intolerably 
elose ; and, climbing into the omDiboa, they reciprocally loosened 
each other's upper hook, and with their moistened oollare hud 
starchlesB in their laps, availed the opening of the mystery. 

Enter Ophelia, as expected. She laid her thin hand upon the 
leather string, and, drawing the door after her, leaned out of its 
open vrindow in breathless suspense and agitation. 

tone's step was now audible, returning from 133. Slowly she 
esme, but invisibly, for it bad grown saddenly pitch-dark ; and 
only the far-off lamps, up and down the Btroet, served to guide 
her footsteps. 

But bark ! the Gonad of a heel ! He came ! Tbey met ! 
He passed hia arm around her and drew her beneath the tree — 
and with nhispers, soft and low, leaned breathing to ber ear. He 
was tall. He was in a oloak. And, oh extasy, he was thin ! 
But thinkest then to know, oh reader of dust, what passed on 
those ethereal whispers ? Futile — futile curiosity ! Even to 
Ophelia's straining ear, those whispers were inaudible. 

But bark ! a rumble ! Something wrong in the bowels of the 
sky ! And pash ! pash ! — on the resounding roof of the omni- 
bus—fell drops of rain— fitfully ! fitfully ! 

" My dear !" whispered Ophelia (for lone had borrowed her 
chip hat, the better to elude recognition), " ask Ithoriel to step 

Ithnriel started to find a witness near, but a whisper from 
lone reassured him, and gathering his cloak around his face, he 
followed hia spirit- bride into the 'bus. 

The fat Miss Flimmtnses contracted their orbed shapes, and 
made themselves small against the padded extremity of tha 
vehicle ; Ophelia retreated to the middle, and, next the door, oq 



^dbyGoogle 



1Q FViS JiJTl'iN<iS. 

eitber side, sat the starry brido and bridogroom — all breatLlessly 
Bilent Yet there was a murranr — for five hearts beat withia 
that 'bus's dnodecimal womb ; and the raia pelted on the roof, 
paiUfuI-like and uq pityingly. 

Bat slap ! dash ! whew ! heavens ! — !□ nisbod a youth, drip- 
piDg, dripping ! 

" Get out !" cried lone, over whose knees he drew himself like 
an eel pulled through a basket of contorted other eels. 

Come, come, young man !" said a deep bass voice, of irhioh 
everybody had some faint remembrance. 

" Oh !" cried one fat Miss FUmmios. 

" Ah !" screamed the other. 

" What — dsd !" exclaimed Gideon Flimmins, who had dashed 
into the sheltering 'bos to save bis new hat — " dad here with a 
girl t" 

But the fat FUmmioscB were both in convulsions. Scream ! 
■cream 1 scream ! 

A moment of oonfosion ! The next moment a sudden light ! 
A watchman with his lantern stood at the door. 

" Papa !" ejaculated three of the ladies. 

" Old Flimmins ! — my heart will burst !" murmured lone. 

The two fat girls hurried on their collars ; and Gideon, all 
amasement at finding himself in such a family party at midniglit 
in a lonely 'bus, stepped out and entered into converse with the 
guardian of the night. 

The rain stopped suddenly, and the omnibus gave up its homo- 
geneous oontcnis. Old Flimmins, who was in a violent perspira- 
tion, gave Gideon his cloak to carry, and his tvro arms to his 
two pinguid adult pledges. Gideon took Ophelia and Phebe, and 
tliey miseled. Mockery ! mockery ! 
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lone ia not jct gone to the spirit-Bphere — kept here partly bj 
the fleshy fetter over which she mourned, and partly by the dove- 
tuled duties oonaeqaent upon uiDoal PlimmiDKa. Gideon loves 
her after the manner of this world — but she n^is '* when she 
hears aweet mouo," that her better part is still nnapprooiated^ 
nn&lhomed — " oabiaed, cribbed, canfioed !■* 
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It wm tbe last weeh of Saptember, and the keeper of " Con- 
gress hall" stood OD bia deserted coloDoade. The dusty street of 
.Saratoga was asleep in the BlillnesB of Tillage afternoon. The 
wbittliogs of the slage-runnore at the corners, and around tbe 
leaning poata, were bdiog into dingj andtstingutsbableocss. Stiff 
and dry hang the slop-cloths at the door of the tivery stable, and 
drearily clean was doorway and stall '^ The seasoD " was over. 

" Well, Mr. B !" said the Boniface of the great caravan- 
sary, to a gentleniauly-lookiDg iovalid, croseiog over from the 
TiUaga tavern on his way to Coogress spring, " this looks like the 

end of it ! A slimmish acason, thoogh, Mr. B ! 'Gad, 

things isn't as they naed to be in your time ! Three months we 
osed to have of it, in them days, and the same people oomiog and 
going all summer, and folks' own horses, and all the ladies diink' 
ing champagne ! And every ' hop' was as good as a ball, aad a 
ball — when do yon ever see such balls now-a-days ? Why, here's 
all nay best wines in the cellar ; and as to beauty — pooh ! — they're 
done coming itre, anyhow, are the belles, aaoh as belles wot ."' 

" Yon may say that, mine host, yon may tay that I" replied 
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the damaged Corydon, leADing beftvHj on liu c*Da,— " iriwt— 
they're all gooe, now, eh — nobodj at the ' United States ?"' 

" Not a Miul — and here's weather like Angiiat ! — oapiial weather 
fbr joaog ladies to wullc out ercninj^, and, for a drive to Bar- 
height's — Dothiog lilte it ! It's a aio, / aay, to pass snah weather 
io the oityl Why ahoutdn't they come to the Bprings in the 
Indian ra miner, Mr. B — — }" 

Coming eveota seemed to have oast their shadows before. As 
Boni^ce turned his eyes inslinotivelj toward the sand hill, whose 
eloud of duAt wag the precursor oi new pilgrims to the waters, 
and the sign for the Mack boy to ring the bell of arrival, behold, 
on its snniniit, glL-aming through the nebulous pyramid, like a 
lobster through the &tcam of the fisherman's pot, <nie of the red 
eoaches of " the People's Line." 

And another ! 

And another ! 

And another ! 

DowD the sandy descent came the first, while the drirer's boro, 
tDtcrmitUnt with the orack of his whip, set to bobbing every pins 
cone of the adjacent wilderness. 

" Prr — ru — te — too — toot pash ! — erack ! — soap ! — prrr — r 

— rut — mt — rrw( .' .' G'lang ! — Hip I" 

]ionifuce laid his hand on the pull of the porter's bell, but the 
thought flashed through his miod that he might have been dream- 
ing — was he awake } 

And, marvel upon wonder ! — a horn of arrival from the oiAtt 
end of the village I And as he turned his eyes in that direction, 
he saw the dingier turnouts from Lake Sacrament — extras, 
wagons, every variety of rsttletiap oonveyanos — pouring io like 
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an Irish funeril on the return, nod making (oh, elimax mne 

satiB&otorj 1) straight, all, for Congress Hall! 

Eveats now grevr precipitate — 

Ladies were helped oat frith green veils — ^parasols and baskets 
wure handed after them — baggage was chalked and distributed— 
(and parasols, baskets, and baggage, be it noted, were all of the 
complexion that innkeepers love, the indefinable look whioh betrajps 
the owner's addiotedness to extras) — and now there was ringieg 
of bells ; and there were orders for the woodcocks to bo dressed 
with pork chemises, and for the champagne to be ioed, the sherry 
not — and throngh the arid oorridors of Congress Hall floated a 
delicious toilet ur of cold cream and lavender — and ladies' maids 
came down to press out white dresses, while the cook heated the 
cnrling irons — and up and down the stairs flitted, with the blest 
confusion of other days, boots and iced sangarecs, hot water, 
towels, and minl-juleps — all delightful, but all incomprehenuble ! 
Was the fiuramer encored, or had the Jews gone back to Jeru- 
salem ? To the keeper of Congress Hall the restoration of the 
millcnium would have been a rush-light to this second advent of 
fun-and-fashion-dom ! 

Thus far we have looked throngh die ejes of the person 
(pocket-uallj speaking) most interested in the singular event we 
wished to describe. Let ns now (tea being over, and yoor 
aatoniahment having had time to breathe) take the devil's place at 
the elbow of the invalided dandj before-meatjoned, and follow him 
over to Congress Hall. It was a mild night, and, as I add 
before (or meant to, if I did not), August having been pre- 
maturely cut off by bis raining saccessor, seemed np agwn, lika 
Harolet'B goverdor, and bent on walking out his time. 
Bice (yon remember Rice — famous for his lemonades with a 
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eorreotire) — Rice, faaviog nearly igoibid hia foreflngar with 
cbargiDg wmes at diniiDr, was on^ to oool on the coloooade, and 

B , not strong enough to stand about, drew a ohur near the 

drawiDg-room windnw, and begged the rosjr barkeeper to throw 
what ligbt he could upon the inultitadinous apparition. Rice 
could only feed the Gre of bis wonder with the fuel of additioDal 
oiioani stances. Coaches had been arriring from every direction till 
the house was full. The departed black band had been' stopped 
at Albany, and sent back. There seemed no married people in 
the part; — at least, judging by dress and flirtation. Here and 
there a belle, a little on tbe wane, but all most juvenescent in 
gayety, and (Rice thought) handsomer girls than had been at 
Congress Hall since the days of the Albany regency (the regency 
of beauty), ten years ago! Indeed, it struck Rice that he had 
Been the faces of these lovely girls before, though tbcy whom he 
thought tbcy resembled had long since gone off the stage^grand- 
mothers, some of ihcm, now ! 

Bice had been told, also, that there was an extraordinary and 
overwhelming arrival of children and nurses at the Pavilion 
Hotel, but he thought the report smelt rather like a jealons 
Sgment of the Pavilioners. Odd, If true — that's all ! 

Mr. 6 had taken his seat on the colonnade, as Shakeapere 

expresses it, " about cock-sfant time" — twilight — and in the 
darkness made visible of the rooms within, bo could only distin- 
guish the outline of some very eiqnisite, and exquisitely plump 
figures gliding to and fro, winged, each one, with a pair of rather 
stontisb, but roost attentive admirers. As the curfew hour stole 
away, however, tbe ladies stole away with >t, to dress ; and at ten 
o'clock the sudden outbreak of the full band Id a niaiurka, drew 
Mr. fi 's attention to the dining-room frontage of the 
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QoloniHule, ftod, moTiDg bis obair to one ft tho windows, ths 
cockles of his heart warmed to see the orchestra id its glory of 
old — thirteen black Orpheoaes perched on a throne of dining- 
tables, ftod the 'black veitiB on their shining temples strained to 
the or&ck of mortality with their cealons ezecutioo. The waiters, 
ineantime, were lighting the tin Briarena (that spermaceti noaster 
so deEtroctive to broadobth), and the side-soonoes and stand- 
lamps, and preseotty a blsEe of light flooded the dusty evergreeiu 
of the fiicode, and notbiog was wanting bnt some fashionable 
Gurtius to plunge first into the void — some adventurous Benton, 
" to set the boll id motion." 

Wrapped carefully fiom the night-air in his cloak and belcher, 

B Eat looking earnestly into the room, and to hU excited 

Benses there seemed, about all this supplement to the summer's 
gaycty, a weird mysteriousnesa, an atmosphere of magic, which 
was observable, he thought, even in the burning of the candles ! 
And as to Johnson, the sable leader of the band — " God's-my- 
life," as Bottom says, bow like a tormented fiend writhed tho 
oremooa betwixt his chjn and whito waistcoat! Such music, 
from instruments so vexed, had never split the ears of the 
Saratoga groundlings since the rule of St. Dominiclc (in whose 
hands even wine sparkled to song) — no, not since the golden age 
}f the Springs, when that lord of harmony and the nabobs of 
lower Broadway made, of Congress Halt, » paradise for the 
nnmarricd ! Was Johnson bewitched ? Was Congress Hall 

repossessed by the spirits of the past ? If ever Mr. B , 

sitting in other years on that resounding colonnade, 'had /elt the 
magnetic atmosphere of people he knew to be up sUirs, he felt it 
now ! If ever he bad been contented, knowing that certain 
blight creatures would presently glide into the visual tadios of 
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black JohosoD, he felt oontenteil, inezpUoablj, from tbfi umt) 
cause mnc — expecting, as if ench music could only be tkdr herslJ, 
tbe enCraDoe of the same bright creatures, no older, and as brijrbt 

af^r years of niatrimonj. And noir aod then B pressed hij 

hand to his head — for he was not quite sure that he might not 
be a little wandering in bis mind. 

But Buddenlf the band struck up a march ! The first bar wan 

played through, and S looked at the door, sighing that this 

sweet hallucination — this waking dream of other days — wa^ sow 
to be scattered by reality. He could have filliped tbatmer- 
oenary Ethiopian on tbe nose for playing snch muaio to such 
falling off from the past as he now looked to see enter. 

A lady crossed the threshold on a gentleman's arm. 

" Ha ! ba !" said B , trying with a wild effort to laugh, and 

pincliiog hb arm into a blood blister, "come — this is loo goodl 
Helen K— — ! oh, no I Not quite craxy yet, I hope — not bo t&r 
gone yet t Yet it is ! I swear it ia ! And not changed, either ! 
Beautiful as ever, by all tliat is wonderful I PAtt ! Ill not be 
mad '. Riee ! — Are you there ? Why who are these coming 

after her ? Jnlia L— — I Anna K , and my friend Fanny 1 

The D .8 ! The M a ! Nay, I'm dreaming, silly fool 

that I am ! Fll call for a light I Waiter ! I Where tbe devil'i 
the bell f" 

And as poor B insisting on finding himself in bed, reached 

out bis hand to find the bell-pnll, one of the waiters of Congresa 
Hall came to his summons. Tbe gentleman wanted nothing, aod 
the waiter thou^t he had cried out in his nap ; and rather em- 
barrassed to explain bis wants, bat still tmoouTiooed of his freedom 
&om dream-land, B drew his hat over hia eyes, and his cloak 
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mroond him, taA soreved up bis cowage to lixdi agwn into llie 
«nohaoted b&ll-room. 

The qaadriUes were formed, and the lady at the hasd of tbo 
first Bet vas epreading her akirts for the first avant-dtitx. Sho 
was a tall woman, Buperbly handsome, and moved with the grace 
of a frigate at sea with a nine-knot breeze. Eyes capable of tak- 
ing in lodgers (hearts, that is to saj) of any and every calibre and 
quality, a bust for a Cornelia, a shape all love and lightness, and 
a smile like a temptation of Eblia — there she was — and tkoia 
were fifty like bee — not like her, exactly, either, but af ker coo- 
Btellatbu — belles, every one of them, wlio will be remembered by 
old men, and used for the disparagement of degenerated yoanjf- 

lings — splendid women of Mr. B 's time, and of the palmy 

time of Congresfl HaU ■ 

" Tbo past— tha past— the put I" 

Out OQ your staring and unsheltered lantern of briok — Your 
"United States Hotel," stiff, modern, and promiscnons! Who 
ever passed a eomforiable hour in its glaring cross-lights, or 
breatiiBd a gentle sentiment in its nnanbdned air and townish 
open-to-du5tiness ! What is it to the leafy dimness, the cool 
shadows, the perpetual and pensive dtm-jour — what to the ten 
thousand associations — of Congress Hall ! Who Iiaa not lost a 
heart (or two) on the boards of that primitive wilderness of a 
colonnade ! Whoae first adorations, whose sighs, hopes, strate- 
gies, and flirtationji, are not ground into that warped and slipper- 
polished floor, like heartaebe and avarice into the hrioka of Wall 
Btnet ! Ixird bleas you, mtulam ! don*t desert old Congress Hall ! 
We have done going to the Springs — (we) — and wouldn't go 
thsro again for anything, but a good prieo for a pang — (that ii, 
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except to see Bii«h a eight as we are describing) — bat we can not 
bear, in oar midsummer fiit throngb the Astor, to see cbarmiog 
girls bound for Sarstc^a, and liear no talk of Congress Hall ! 
What ! no lounge on tbose proposal sofas — no pluck at the bri(;ht 
green leaves of tliose luxuriant creepers while listening to " IJie 
voice of the charmer" — no dawdle on the steps to the spring 
(mamma gone on before) — no hunting for t^l glow-wonn in the 
shrubbery by the music-room — no swing — no billiards — no morn- 
ing gossips vrith the few privileged bcanx admitted to the np- 
Btaira entry, ladies' «iag ? 

" Pd Moner be set quick i' the earth, 
And bowled to death with tunupo," 

than asaisl or mingle in snch nngratefal forgetfulness of pleasnre- 
land ! But what do we with a digres^ou in a ghost-story ? 

Tho ball went on. Champagne of the " exploded" color (pink) 
ttas freely circulated between the dauoes — (rosy wine soited to 
the bright days when all things were tinted rose) — and wit, ex- 
ploded, too, in these leaden times, went rotuid mtb the wine ; and 
an a glass of the bright vintage was banded up to old Johnson, 
1) stretched bis neck over the wtndow-nll in an agony of ex- 
pectation, confident that the black ghost, if ghost he were, would 
fail to recognize the leaders of fashion, as he was wont of old, and 
to bow respectfully to them before drinking in their presence. 
Oh, murder ! not he ! Down went his black poll to tlie mosiO' 
stand, and up, and down again, and at every dip, the white roller 
of that nnctnona eye wu brought to bear open some well-remem- 
bered star of the ascendant ! Be saw them as B — — did ! H» 
was not playing to an nnrecoTnised company of late-eomem to 
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SBrattt^ra — SDfbodiee from ao; place ! Ha, the noimaginatin 
African, believed evideotly that they were there in flash — Helen, 
ihe glorioas, and all her &ir troop of cantemporarics ! — and that 
with them had oome back their old loTors, the gay and gallant 
Lotharios of the time of Johnson's first blashing honors of 
ruDown ! The big drops of agoniied horror and tncrednlity rolled 
off the forehead of Mr. E^— ! 

lint suddenly the waiters radiated to the aide-doors, and with 
the oclesUal felicity of star-risiug and raorniog breaking, a waiti 
w^is found playing in the ears of the revellers ! Ferfuot, yet whea 
it did begin ! Waland every brain and vein, waltzed every swim- 
ming eyo within the reach of its magic vibrations ! Gently away 
Seated couple after couple, and as they circled round to his point of 
observation, B ooald have called every waltiior by name- 
but his heart was in his throat, but his eyeballs were hot with 
the stony immcvableaess of bis long gazing. 

Another change in the music! Spirits of bedevilmeot! oonld 
not tAai waits have beea spared I Boniface stood w»tliiag hia 
bead from shoulder to ebonlder — Rioe twirled Uie head chamber- 
maid in the entry — the black and white boys spun round oa tha 
colonnade — the wall-flowera in the ball-room crowded their chairs 
to the wall — the candles flared embraoingly — ghosts or no ghosts, 

dream or hallucination, B could endure no more I He flang 

off bis cloak and hat, and jumped in at the window. The divine 

Emily C had that moment risen from tying her shoe. With 

a nod to her partner, and a smile to herself, B encircled her 

roand waist, and away he flew like Ariel, light on the toe, but hia 
face pallid and wild, and his emaciated legs playing like sticks in 
his unfilled trousers. Twice he made the circuit of the room, 
exciting apparently less surprise than pleasure by bit sadden ap- 
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paanaec ; tbeo, with a wateiing bait, wad hia hmul Uid trunn- 
loiuly to his forehead, he flew %t the ball-door at a tangent, and 
rasfaiDf; through servaols and spectators, dashed across the por- 
tico, and dbappeared io the daikness ! A fortnight's brua-fuver 
deprived him of the opportanit; of repeating this remarkable 
flourish, and hia sabsequent sanity was established throogh soiQd. 
critical hazard. 

There was some inquiry at supper about " old B — ," bat, 
the lady who waltzed wiib him knew as little of his comiag ant^ 
going as the managers ; and, by one belle, who had been at somo 
trouble in other days to quench hia ardor, it was solemnly believed 
to be his perseveiing apparition. 

The next day there was a drive and diaoer at Barheight'a, and 
back ia time for ball and sapper ; and the day after there was a 
most hilarious and memorable fishing-party to Saratoga lake, and 
all back again in hii;h force for the ball and supper ; and so like 
a long gala-day, like a short suoimer carnival, all frolic, sped tta 
week away. Boniface, by the third day, had rallied his reoollec- 
tions, and with many a scrape and oompljment, he renewed his 
acqaaintance with the belles and beaux of a brighter period of 
beauty and gallantry. And if there was any mystery remaiuir^ 
in the old functionary's mind as to the identity and miracle of 
their presence and reunion, it was on the one point of the ladies' 
unfaded loveliueas — for, saving a half inch aggreji^tiou in the 
waiet, which was rather an improvement than otherwise, and a 
little more fulness in the bust, which was a most emhellisbiag dif- 
fereoce, the ten years that had gone over them had made no mark 
on the lady portion of his guests ; aad as to the gentlemen — but 
that ia neither here nor there. They were " nec of muk,'* 
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jmmg or old, and their wear and tear is, aa Flute says, " a Uiing 
of naught." 

It was revealed by the keeper of the Pavilion, after the depart 
nre of the late-oome revellers of Congress Hall, that there bad 
been oonataot and secret visitatioDS by the belles at the latter so- 
joarn, to the Dumeroas iD&Dtiae lodgers of the former. Snob a 
troop of babies aod boys, and all so lovely, had seldoni gladdened 
even the eyes of aegeU, ont of the chembio choir (let alone the 
Saratoga Pavilion), and though, in their white dresses and rose- 
buds, the belles afore spoken of looked like beautiful elder sisters 
to those matherless younglingn, jet when they came in, mothers 
confessed, on the morning of departure, openly to superintend 
the preparations for travel, they had so put off Ae ontronbled 
maiden look from their countenanees, and so put on the inde- 
scribable growing- old-iness of married life in their dress, that, to 
the eye of an observer, they might well have passed for the moth- 
ers of the girls they bad themselves seemed to be, the day before, 
only. 

Who devised, planned, and brought about, this practica] com- 
ment on the needlasnat of tie American hatU to he old, we are 
not at liberty to mention. The reader will have surmised, how- 
ever, that it was some one who had observed the more enduring 
quality of beauty in other lands, and on returning to his own, 
looked in vain for those who, by every law of nature, sbonld be 
Htill embellishing the society of which he had left them the bud- 
ding Sower and ornament. To get them together again, only 
with their contemporaries, in one of their familiar haunts of pleas- 
ure — to suggest the exclusion of everything but youthhlness in 
iress, amusement, and ooovpaUoa — to bring to meet them their 
aid admirers, married Uke themselves, bnt entering the field ones 
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more for their smiica against their rcjareGescent bosbanda — to 
Btraj them as belles again, and see whether it was any foiling off 
in beauty or the power of pleasing wbiob bad driven them from 
tbeir praminent places id social life — this waa tbo obvious beat 
way of doiDg bis immediate cirolo of friends the Berrioe his feel- 
ings exacted of him ; tbe only way, indeed, of convincing tbesa 
bright creatures that they had far anticipated the fading boar of 
bloom and ToathfuloeBS. Pensez-v ! 
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CHAPTER L 

GiANNiNO Pas«uali was & ^mart tailor aamo five years ago 
sccupjiag a oool shop od ooe of the smaller csDok of Venice 
Four pairs of suependera, a print of the fashions, and a motley row 
of the gay-colored trousers worn by the gondoliers, ornamented 
the trindoT looking on the dark alley in the roar, and, attached to 
the post of the water-gatfi on the canal side, floated a email bUck 
gondola, the possession of which afforded the same proof of 
prosperity of the Venetian tailor which is expressed by a horto 
and buggy at the door of a snip iu London. The place-seeking 
trav>.-ller, who, nez en Pair, threaded the tangled Ubyrioth of 
alleys and bridges between the Rialto and St. Mark's, wonid 
soarce have observed the humble Bhop-window of Pasquali, yet 
he had a conaeqaeooe on the Fiazz^ and the lagoon had seen 
his trinmphs as an amateur gondolier. Glianaioo was some thirty 
vears of age, and his wife Fiametta, whom be had married for 
aer zccchini, was on the shady side of fifty. 

If the truth must be told, Pasqaali bad discovered that, even 
with a bag of sequins for eye-water, Fiametta was not always the 
most lovely woman In Venice. Just across the oanal lived old 
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Ddddb BentoccaU, the nurae, whose daughter Tnrtarilla was like 
tho bloode in Titiun^s picture of the Marys ; and to the charms of 
Turturilla, even aeen throngh the leaden light of poverty, the un- 
happy Pasquali was far from insensible. 

The festa of San Antonio arrived after a damp week of No- 
vember, and thougb jou would suppose the atmoaphere of Venice 
not liable to any very sensible increase of moisture, Fiametta, like 
people who live on land, and have the rbeuraatiam as a punishment 
for their age and ugliness, was usually confined to her braztro of 
hot coals till it was dry enough on the Lido for the peacocks to 
walk abroad. On this festa, however, San Antonio being, as eve- 
ry one knows, the patron saint of Padua, the Padovese were to 
come down the Brenla, as was their custom, and cross over the 
sea to Venice to assist in the celebration ; and Fiametta once more 
thought Pasquali loved her for herself alone when ho swore by his 
rosary that unless Ain accompanied him to the festa iu her wed- 
ding dress, he would not turn an our in the raoe, nor unfasten his 
gondola from the door-post. Alas ! Fiametta was married in the 
snmmer solstice, and bar dress was permeable to the wind as a 
cobweb, or gossamer. Is it possible you could have remembered 
that, wicked Pasquali ? 

It was a day to puzzle a barometer ; now bright, now rainy, 
now gusty as a corridor in a novel, and now calm as a lady after 
a fit of tears. Pasqualt was up early and waked Fiametta with 
a kiss, and, by way of unusual tenderness, or by way of ensuring 
the wedding dress, be chose to piny dressing maid, and arranged 
with his own hands her jupon a.ai fazioUtta, She emerged from 
her chamber looking like a slice of orange-peel in a flower-bed, 
but smiling and nodding, and vowing the day warm as April, nod 
tbe aky wlibout a cloud. The widening circles of an oooaaiojiiil 
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drop of rain in the oanal were nothing but the babbles bursting 
tfter a passing oar, or perhaps the last flics of sammer. Pu- 
quati swore it was weather to win down a peri. 

As Fiametta stepped into the gondola, she glanced her ejes over 
the way and saw Turtnrilla, with a face as sorrowful as the first 
day in Lent, seated at her window. Her lap was full of work, 
and it was quite evident that she had not tboaght of being at tha 
fefita. Fiainetla's heart was already warm, and It melted quite at 
the sight of the poor girl's loneliness. 

''Pasqnali mio !" she said, in a deprecating tone, as if she were 
unoertaia how the proposition would be received, " I think wo 
oonld make room for poor Turtnrilla I"" 

A gleam of pleasure, unobserved by the confiding ijHiia, tinted 
faintly the smooth olive cheek of Fasqnali. 

"Eh ! diavolo !" he replied, so loud that the sorrowful seam- 
stress heard, and hun^ down her head atill lower ; "must yon take 
pity on every eh eesi; -paring of a ragezza who happens to have no 
lover! Have reaxon ! have reason! The gondola is narrowef 
dan your brave heart, my fine Fiametta !" And away he pushed 
from the water steps. 

Turtnrilla rose from her work and stepped out upon the rusty 
gratings of the balcony to see them depart. Pasquali stopped to 
grease the notch of his oar, and between that and some other em- 
barrassments, the gondola was suffered to float directly under her 
window. The oompliment to the generona nature of Fiametta, 
was, meantime, working, and as she was compelled to exchange a 
word or two with Torturilla while her husband was getting' his oar 
into the socket, it resulted (as he thought it very probable it 
would), in the good wife's renewing her proposition, and making % 
pcnnt of sending the deserted giri for her holiday bonnet. Pas- 
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qaali swore through all the ssinta nod angeli hy the tims die had 
made herself ready, though she was but five minutes gone from 
the window, and telling Fismetta in her ear that she most oourid- 
er it as the pnreat obligation, he backed np to the steps of old 
Donna Bentocvata, helped in her daughter with a better graoe 
than could have been expected, and with one or two short and 
deep strokes, put forth into the grand canal with the Telocity of a 

A gleam of sunshine lay along the bosom of the broad silTer 
sheet, and it was beautjful to see the gondolas with their gay color- 
ed freights all hastening in one direction, and with a swift track 
to the festa. Far up and down they rippled the smooth water, 
here gliding oat from below a palace-arch, there from a narrow 
and unseen canal, the steel beaks curved and flashing, the water 
glancing on the oar-blades, the curtains moving, and the fiur wo- 
men of Venice leaniog out and touching bands as they neared 
neighbor or acqnaiataoae in the close -pressing gondolas. It was 
a beautiful sight, indeed, and three of the happiest hearts in that 
swift gliding company were in Pasqnali's gondola, thongh the bUas 
of Fiametta, I am oompelled to say, was entirely, owing to the 
bandage with which love is so significantly painted. Ah ! poor 
Fiametta ! 

From the Lido, from Fusina, from under the Bridge of Sighs, 
from all quarters of the lagoon, and from all points of the floating 
city of Venice, streamed the flying gondolas to Ae Giadecea. 
The narrow walk along the edge of the long and close-built island 
was thronged with booths and promenaders, and the black barks 
by hnndreda bumped their steel noses against the pier as the agi- 
tated water rose and fell beneath them. The gondolas intended 
for the race palled slowly up and down, dose to the shore, oxhi- 
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biting their ftiry-Iike forms and their sioewy and gayly dressed 
gondoliers to the crowds on Und snd water ; the bands of musio, 
attached to di^rent parties, placed here aod there a strain ; the 
eriers of hoi; piotnres and gingerbread made the air Tocal with 
^eir lisping and soft Venetian ; and all over the scene, as if it 
«u the light of the Ay or some other light as blessed but less com- 
mon, shone glowing black ejes, black as night, and sparkling as 
tbo stars on night's darkest bosom. He who thinks lightly of 
Italian beant; should have seen the women of Tenioe on St. An- 
tonio's day '32, or on any or at any hoar when their poises are 
beating high and their eyes alight — for they are neither one nor 
the other always. The women of that fair clime, lo borrow the 
rimile of Moore, are like lava -streams, cinly briglit wlien the vol- 
cano kindles. Their loog lashes oorer lustnlcss >^yes, and their 
blood shows dally tbroogh the cheek in common and listless hoars. 
The calm, the passivs tranquillity in which the delicate graces of 
colder cUmes find their element are to them a torpor of the heart 
vben the blood scaree seems to flow. They are wakefal only to 
the energetic, the passionate, the joyous movements of the sou). 
Fasqnalt stood erect in the prow of his gondola, and stole far- 
tive glances at Turtnrilla while be pointed away with his finger 
to call off the sharp eyes of Fiametta ; bat Fiametta was happy 
and nosnspicions. Only when now and tiien tho wind came np 
chilly from the Adriatic, the poor wife shivered and sat closer to 
Tnrtaritla, who in her plainer bat thioker dress, to say nothing 
of yonnger blood, sat more comfortably on the black cushion and 
tbonght less about the weather. An occasional drop of rain fell 
an the sose'of poor Fiametta, hnt if she did not believe it was 
the sprajfrom Pasqoali'a oar, she at least did her best to believe 
n ; ud the pw&diaua tailor nrore by St. AntluHiy tlut tbe otooda 
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were ss dr; as bar ejelaBbes. I never woa very cerUin that Tar- 
turilla was not in the secret of this da^'s treacheries. 

The broad oetitre of the Giudeoca was cleared, and the boats 
took ^eir places for the race. Pasquali ranged hia gondola with 
those of the other spectators, and r^Uiog Fiametta in her ear that 
be eboald sit on the other Bide of Tnrturilla as a puDUbiDeDt for 
their malapropai invitation, be placed bimtclf on the email re- 
mainder of the deep cushion on the farthest side from bis now 
penitent apoaso, and while he complained almost rudelj of the 
narrowness of his seat, he made free to hold on by Turtarilla's 
waist, which no doubt made the poor girFs mind more eanyon the 
Kubject of her intrusion. 

Who wuu aud wbo lost the race, what was the device of each 
flag, and what bets and bright eyes changed owners by the resalt, 
no perionage of this tale Iedqw or oaj^, save Fiametta. She 
looked on eagerly. Pasqnali and Tortnriila, as the French say, 
irouvaient autreu chats dfreller. 

After the decision of the grand race, St. Antonio being the 
protector, more particularly of the bnmble ("patron of pigs" in 
the saints' calendar), the idgnoria and the grand people gener- 
ally, pulled away for St. Mark's, leaving the crowded Giudecca - 
to the people. Pasqnali, as was sud before, had some renown as 
A gondolier. Something what would be called in other conntrina 
a scrub race, followed the departare of the winniag boat, and sev- 
eral gondolas, holding each one person only, took their places for 
the start. The tailor laid his band on hia bosom, and, with the 
■mile that had first sljrred the heart and the sequins of Fiametta, 
begged her to gratify hia love by acting as his make-weight while 
be turned an oar for the pig of St. Antonio. The priie roaated 
to u ifpetiitiig oriip, stood hi^ on % pUtter in front of one of 
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ths boottiB on sbore, and Fiftmetta emacked har lips, arerMina 
her tears vith an effort, and told bim, in acoenta as little as pos- 
sible like tbe creak of a dry oar in the socket, that ha might Bet 
TurtnriUa on shore. 

A word in bar ear, aa he handed her over the gnnwale, reoon- 
cilad Bonna Bentoccata'a fair daughter to this oonjugal partiality, 
and stripping his manly figure of its tipper disguises, Pasquali 
Btraigbtened out his fine limbs, and drove bis bark to tbe line in a 
style that drew applause from eTen his competitors. Aa a mark 
of their approbation, they offered him an outside place where hia 
fiur dame would be less likely to be spattered with tbe contend- 
ing oars ; but be was too generous to take advatitage of this con- 
siderate offer, and crying oat as be took tbe middle, " be* pronto, 
tigitori!" gave Fiametta a confident look and stood like a hound 
in the leisb. 

Off they went at the tap of tbe drum, poor Fi&metta holding 
her breath and clin^ng to the sides of tbe gondola, and Pasquali 
developing skill and muscle — not for Fiametta's eyes only. It 
was a abort, sharp race, without jockeying or management, all fur 
play and main strength, and the tailor shot past tbe end of tho 
Giudeooa a boat's length ahead. Macb more applauded than a 
king at aooronation or a lord-mayor taking wale r at London 
sturs, he slowly made hia way back to Tnrtarilla, and it was 
only when that demure damsel rather shrunk tifom siting down 
in two inches of water, that he discovered how the dbtnrbcd 
element had quite filled up the hollow of tbe leather cushion and 
made a peninsula of the nncomplainiog Fiametta. She was ai 
well watered, as a favorite plant in a Sower-garden. 

" Pmq«ali laio .'" she stud in an imploriog tone, holding ap 
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the skirt of her dress vitli the tips of her Lbamb and finger, 
" could you jiut take me home while I change my dross .'" 
" One momeot, Fiamella cara .' they sre bringing the pig !" 
The crisp and succulent trophy was solemnlj placed in the 
prow of the victor's gondoU, &nd prep&ration was made to con- 
voy him home with a triumphant procession. A half hour before 
it was in order to move — an hour in first making the cirouit of 
the grand canal, and an hour more in drinkiug a glus and 
exchanging good wishes at the stairs of the Rialio, and Doana 
Fiametta had sat too long by two hours and a half with scarce a 
dry thread on her body. What afterwards befoll will bo aeon in 
the more melancholy sequel. 



CHAPTER II. 

The hospital of St. Girolamo is attached to the' eonrent of 
that name, standing on one of the eanals which put forth on the 
seaward side of Venice. It is a long building, with its low windows 
and latticed doors opening almost on the level of the sea, and the 
wards for the sick are large and well sired ; bnt, except when the 
breeze is stirring, impregnated with a saline dampness from the 
i-anal, which, as Pasquali reniarked, was good for the rheumatism. 
It was not so good for the patient. 

The loving wife Fiamctta grew worse and worse after the fatal 
festa, and the fit of rheumatism brought on by the slightness of 
her dress and the spattering be bad given her in the race, had- 
increased by the end of the week, t« a rheumatic fever. Fia 
metta was old and tongh, however, and struggled niaofully 
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(woman as slie vas) with the disease, bat being one night a little 
oat of her head, her loviog husband took ocoaslun to sbndder at 
the respoasibiUCy of takiog care of her, and jumping into his 
gondola, he pnlled across to St. Oirolanio and bespoke a drj bed 
nnd a sister of charity, and brought buck the pious father G-as- 
paro and a comfortable litter, Fiametta was dosing when they 
arrived, and the kind-hearted tailor willing to spare her the pain 
of knowing that fh& was on her way to the hospital for the poor, 
set out some meat and wine for the monk, and sending over for 
Tnrturilla aod the nurse to mix the salad, they sat and ate away 
tiie honrs till the poor dame's brain should be wandering again. 

Toward night the monk and Dame Bentocoata were comforta- 
bly dozing with each other's support (having fallen asleep at 
table), and Fasqusli with a kiss from Turturilla, stole softly up 
stairs. Fiametta was muttering unquietly, and workiDg her 
fingers in the palms of her hands, and on feeling h^ir pulse he 
found the fever was at iis height. She took him, besides, for the 
prise pig of the festa, for he knew her wits were faiily abroad. 
He crept down stairs, gave the monk a strong cap of coffee to 
get him well awake, and between the four of them, they got poor 
Fiaractta into the litter, drew the curtains tenderly around and 
deposited her safely in the bottom of the gondola. 

Lightly and smoothly the winner of the pig pulled away with 
bis loving bnrden, and gliding aronnd the slimy corners of the 
palaces, and hushing his voice as he cried out " right !" or 
"left!" to gnard the coming gondoliers of his vicinity, ho 
arrived, like a thoagbt of love to a maid's mind in sleep, at the 
door of St, Oirolamo. The abt>es8 looked out and said, " Btn^ 
didu ?'' and the monk stood firm on his brown sandals to receive 
die precious bnrden from the arms of Pasqnali. Believing firmly 
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tbat it was eqaivalent to commltUng her to the hsod of St, 
Peter, and of conrse abuudouing all hope of seeing her agaia in 
this world, the Boft-hcartcd tailor wiped his eye aa she was lifted 
in, and receiving a promise from Father Gasparo that he would 
coiamonioate faithfally the slate of her soul in the last agony, he 
pulled, with lightened gondola and heart back to his widower's 
home and TuituriiLt. 

For many good renwns, and apparent as good, it ij a rule ia 
the hospiwl of Si. Girolamo, tbat the sick under its holy charge 
shall receive the visit of neither friend nor relative. If they 
recover, they relurn to their abodes to earn candles for the altar 
of the reEtoriog saint. If they die, their clothes are seat to their 
Burviving friends, and this affecting memorial, besides communi- 
vating the melanclioly news, affirds all the particulars and all the 
con.solation they are supposed to require upon the subject of their 
loss. 

Waiting patiently for Father Gasparo and his handle, Pasqaali 
and Tartorilla gave themselves up to hopes, which on the tailor's 
part (we fear it must be admitted], augured a quicker recovery 
from grief than might be credited to an elastic coosiitution. 
The fortune of poor Fiametta was sufficient to warrant Pa<ujaali 
in neglecting his shop to celebrate every festa that the cfaaroh 
acknowledged, and for ten days subsequent to the committal of 
his wife to the tender mercies of St. Q-iroUmo, five days out of 
seven was the proportion of merry holydays with his new 
betrothed, 

Tbey were sitting one evening in the open piaEsa of St. M'ark, 
in fiont of the most thronged tofi of that matoliless square. 
The moon was resting her silver disk on the point of the Campa- 
nile, and the shadows of thousands of gay Venetians fell on tha 
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LmnieDse parement belov, clear and otiarplj drawn as a bkok 
cartooQ. Tho four extending aidea of tfae Eqnare U; half in 
ehadea half in light, with their innnmerable eolumna and baleo- 
niea and acnlptarcd vork, and, frownlDg down on all, in broken 
light and shadow, stood the arabesqne stractura of St. Mark's 
itself, dinjiog the eyes with its mosaica and confused devices, and 
thrusting forth the heads of her funr golden- collared steeda into 
the moonbeama, till they looked on that black relief, like the 
horaes of Pluto isaaing from the gates of Hades. In the centre 
of the square stood a tall woman, singing, in rich contralto, an 
old song of the better dajrs of Venice ; and against one of the 
pillars, Policbinello had backed bis wooden eta^, and beat about 
hia puppets with an energy worthy of old Dandolo and his helmet- 
ed galley-men To those who wore not the apectaclea of grief 
or discontent, the square of St. Mark's that night was like some 
cozening labltaw. I never saw anything so gay. 

Everybody who baa " swam in a gondola," knows how tho 
tafii of Venice throat oat their cbeckered awnings over a portion 
of the sqnaro, and filled tfae shaded apace below with chairs and 
marble tables. In a corner of the shadow tbua afforded, with 
ice and coffee on a amall round slab between them, and the flat 
pavement of the public promenade under their feet, aat our two 
lovers. With neither hoof nor wheel to drown or interrupt their 
voicea (as in cities whoso atreets arc stones, not water}, they 
murmured their hopes and wishes in the softest language under 
the sun, and with the lotlo voce acqaired by all the inhabitants 
of this noiseless city. Turturilla had taken ice to cool her and 
coffee to take off the chill of her ice, and a biecAiere dd •perfttto 
amort to reconcile these two antagonists iu her digeation, when 
tbc slippers of a monk glided by, and in a moment the recognized 
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Father Oasparo made a third in the Bhadony corner. The ex 
pected bundle vas under his arm, and he was on his way to Fas* 
qnali's dwelling. Having aasured the diBconsolate tailor that she 
had unction and wafer aa became the wife of a citizen of Venice 
like himBelf, he took heart and grew content that she was in hea- 
ven. It was a better place, and Turtnrilla for so little as a gold 
ring, wonld supply her place in his bosom. 

The moon was but a brief week older when Fasquali and Tur- 
turilla stood in the church of our lady of grief, and Father Gag- 
paro within the palings of the altar. She was as fair a mud aa 
ever bloomed in the garden of beauty beloved of Titian, and the 
tailor was nearer worth nine men to look at, than the fraotiOD of 
a man considered usually the exponent of his profession. Away 
mombled the good faUier upon the matrimonial serrice, thinking 
of the old wine and rich pastries that were holding their sweet- 
ness under cork and crust only till he bad done his ceremony, and 
quicker by some seconds than bad ever been achieved before by 
priest or bishop, be arrived at the putting on of the ring. His 
hand was tremulous, and (oh unlucky omen !) he dropped it with- 
in the gilden fence of the chancel. The choristera were called, 
and Father Gaspare dropped on his koees to look for it — but if 
the devil had not spirited it away, there was no other reason why 
that search was in vain. Short of an errand to the goldsmith on 
the Rialto, it was at last determioed the wedding oould not pro- 
ceed. Father Gasparo went to hide his impatienoe nithiu the 
restiary, and Turturilla knelt down to pray against the arts of 
Sathanas. Before they had settled severally to their pious occu- 
pations, Pasquali was half \Tay to the Rialto. 

Half an hour elapsed, and then instead of the light granng of 
a swift-eped gondohi along the church stairs, th« splash of a sal' 
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len o&r vae heard, and Pasqnali stepped oo shore. They had 
hastened to the door to reeeire liini — monk, chorietera and bride 
' — and to their surprise and bewilderment, he waited to hand out 
a woman in a strange dress, who seemed disposed, bridegroom as 
he was, to make him wait her leisure. Her clothes Stted her ill, 
and fihe carried in her band a pair of shoes, it was ea<y to see 
were Dever made for her. She rose at last, and as her face be- 
came visible, donD dropped Turturilla and the pious father, and 
motionless and aghast stood the simple Pasquali. Fiamctta step- 
ped on shore ! 

In broken words Pasquali explained. He had landed at the 
stairs near the fish market, and with two leaps reaching the top, 
sped off past the buttress in the direction of the goldsmith, when 
his course was anested by encountering at full speed, the person 
of an old woman. Hastily raising her up, he reoogniied his 
wife, who, fuUj recovered, hut without a gondola, was threading 
' the zig-sag alleys on foot, on her way to her own domioiL Af^r 
the Grst astonishment was over, her dress expluned the error of 
the good father and the extent of bis own misfortune. The 
clothes had been hung between the bed of Fiametto and that of 
« smaller woman who had been long languishiog of a consump- 
tion. She died, and Fiametta's clothes, brought to the door by 
mistake, were recognised by Father Gusparo and taken to Pas- 

The boly monk, chop-fallen and sad, took his solitary way to 
the convent, but with the first step he felt aomething slide into 
the heel of his sandal. He sat down on the church stavs and 
absolved the devil from theft — it was the lost ring, which had 
follen upon bis foot >Jid saved Pas^uali the tulor fi:oin the puni 
of bigamy. 
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THE WIDOW BY BEEVET. 

Let mo iotrodace the courteona reader to tiro ladies. 

Miss Pioklin, a tall ^rnung lady of twentj-oQe, near enough to 
good-lookiog to permit of a delusion on the subjeot (of which, 
hovever, she had an entire monopoly), vith cheeks always red in 
a small apot, lips not so red as the cheeks, and rather thin, sharp- 
ish nose, and naist very slender; and last (not least important), 
a Tcry long neck, scalded on either side into a resemblanop to a 
scroll of shrivellad parchment, which might or might not be con- 
sidered as a mil-fortune — serving her as a title-deed to twentj 
thousand dollars. The scald was inflicted, and the fortane left in 
consequence, by a maiden aunt who, in the babyhood of Miss 
Ficklin, attempted to cure the chilJ'a sore throat by an applica- 
tion of cabbage-leares steeped in bot vinegar. 

Miss Euphemia Picklin, commonly called Phemie — a good- 
humored girl, rather inclined to be fat, but gifted with several 
points of beauty of which she wa^ not at all aware, very mnoh & 
pet among her female friends, and admitting, with perfect sincer- 
ity and submission, her sister's excIusiTi; right to the adtuiratloo 
of the gentlemen of their acqnaintance. 

Captain Isaiah Picklin, the father qf tliese ladiei, wu t mas 
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ctiaot of Salem, an importer of &^s aod ojiiuiu, and oace mastor 
of the brig " Simple Susan," which still plied between his ware- 
house and CoDstaalinople — nails and codfish the cargo outnard. 
1 have not MisB Pieklia's permission to mention the precise date 
of the events I am about to record, and leaving that point alone 
to the imagination of the reader, I shall set down the oiher par- 
lionlara and impediments in her " course of tiue love " with hia- 
norical fidelity. 

Ever since she had been of sufficient age to tuin her attention 
exclusively to matrimony, Mi^s Picliliu had nouii^hed a presuuti- 
ment thai her destiny was exotic ; that the Eoit of Salem was too 
poor, and the indigenous lovers too mean ; and that, potted in her 
twenty thousand doUai-a, aho was a choice production, set aside 
for flowering in a foreign clime, and destined to be transplanted 
by a foreign lover. With this secret in berboso!U, she had re- 
fused one or two gontlenicn of iiiiddlo ago, rccomiuujidiid by her 
father, beside sundry score of yuunjj guutl-mon of slender reve- 
nues in her own set of aequuintanoes, till, if there had been any- 
thing beside poetry in Shakspcre'a assertion that it id — 

'' Broom groves 
Whose ihadow th« dismissed bachelor lovea," 

the neighboring '■ brush barrens " of Saugus would have sold in 
iota at a preminm. It was possibly from the want of nigh tin Lr:di>s, 
to whose complaining notes the gentleman of Verona " turucd hia 
distreasea," that the discarded of Salem preferred the consolations 
of Phemte Picklin. 

News to the Picklins ! Hassan Keoi, the son of old Abdoul 
Keui, was coming out in the " Simple Susan !" A Tark — a live 



,,GoogIc 



THE WIDOW BY liUEVKT. 99 

Tuik — a youug lurk, and ibi* son of Lor father's rich correspon- 
dent in Tuikoy ! "Ah me!" thou-ht Miss Pieklin. 

The captaiQ himself was rather taken aback. He had known 
old Abduul fur Jnaa; years, bad traded and sniokud with him in 
the aifci of Galata, had gone out with him on Sundays to lounje 
on the toiubstiioes at Scutari, and bad never thouijht twice about 
his yellow gown and red trowsers ; but what the duuoe would bo 
Ihou-ht of them in Saiem ? True, it was hig son ; but a Turk's 
clothes Ji'secnd from father to son tiirou;;!! three gen'-rations ; he 
knew that, from remenibarini; this very boy all but smothered in 
B sort of saffron blanket, with sleeves like pill iwoaaea —his first 
assumption of the logo, vin/is (not that old Pickliil knew Latin, 
but Bueh was " liis sjiiiiment better espreaaeJ''). Then he had 
never been a^kitd to the house of the Scaniboul merchant, not in- 
troduced to bis wives nor his daughters indeed, he had for;rotten 
that old Kcui was near outling hia throat for asking after thern ) 
— but of course it was very diffirent in Silein, Youn;; Kiui 
must be the Picklia guest, fed and lodged, and the girls would 
want to pive him a tea party. Would he sit on a obair, or want 
cushions on the floor ? Would he come to dinner with his breast 
bare, and leave hia boots outaidn ? Would he eat rice pudding; 
with his fingers ? Would be think it indecent if the girls didn't 
wear linen cloths, Turkey fashion, over their mouths and ntmw ? 
Would he bring his pipes ? Would be fall on hia faoe and sav 
his prayers four times a day, wherever he should be (with a clean 
place handy) ? What would the neighbors say ? The cap'ain 
worked himself into a violent pergpiration with merely thinking 
of all this. 

The Salemites have a famous museum, and know " what man- 
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ner of thing is jour crocodile ;" bat a live Turk consigned to 
C^pUiD PicklJD ! It set tbe tova in a fever ! 

It would leave an iadelicate opeoiog fitr a coojocture as to Misa 
Picklio's present age, were I U> state whether or not the arrival 
ijf the "Simple Susan" waa reported bj telegraph. Sbo ran in 
ivirli a fair wind one Sunday morning, and waa immediately bonrd- 
t^d bj the harbor- master and Captain Picklin ; and there, true to 
the propbeiio boding of old Isaiah, the young Turk aat crosa-ieg- 
ged on the quarter-deck, in a white turban and scarlet et ceteras, 
smoking liLj father'^ identical pipe — do other, the captain would 
have takun his oath ! 

Up ruse Hastian, wbcn informed who was his visitor, and taking 
old Pickliu'B hand, put it to hia forehead. The weather-stained 
sea-capiain had bleached in the counting-house, and he had not, 
at first sight, remembered the old fiiend of hia father. He passed 
the pipe into Isaiah's baud and beg;;ed biui to keep it as a me> 
meuto of Abdoul, for his father bad died at the la^t Ramazan. 
Hassan had oome out to see tbe world, and secure a coatinaance 
of codfish and good-will from the bouse of Picklin, and tbe mer- 
obant got astride the tiller of his old craft, and smoked this news 
through his amber-moutbed legacy, while the youth went below 
to get ready to go ashore. 

The reader of course would prefer to share the first impressions 
ii. ttie ladies as to the young Mussulman's personal appearance, 
and I pass at once, therefore, to their disappointment, surprise, 
mortification, and vexation ; when, as the bells were ringing for 
ohuroh, tbe front door opened, their father entered, and m follow- 
ed a young gentleman in fioikcoat and trowsers ! Yes, and in 
bis hand a bat^a black hat — and on his feet no yellow boots, but 
I u);t-kin, mundane and common calfskin, and with no shaved bead. 
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and no twisted ahawlaround hU waiat ; nothing to be aeefl but a 
very handsooio young raaiD indeed, with teeth like a fiesh slice of 
cocoa-nut meat, and a very deliberate pronunoiatioD to bb bad 
English. 

Miss Picklin'a disappointment had to be slept upon, for she 
bad made great outlay of iajagiaatioD upon the pomp and circnm- 
Btaoce of wedding a white Othello in the cye^ of wondering Salem ; 
but Phemie's surprise took but five minutes to grow into a posi- 
tive pleasure ; and never suspecting, at any time, that she was vis- 
ible to tho naked eye during the eclipsing presence of her aister, 
she sat with a very admiring smile upon her lips, and ber soft 
eyes fixed earnestly on the stranger, till she had made out a full 
inventory of bis features, proportions, manners, and other stuff 
available in dream-land. What might be Hassan ''s impression of 
the young ladies, could not be gathered from his manner ; for, in 
the first place, there was the reserve which belonged to him as a 
Turk, and, io the seoond place, there was a violation of all orien* 
tal notions of modesty in their exposing their chins to the mascu- 
line observatioQ ; and though he oould endure the exposure, it was 
oFcoui-so with that diffidence of gaze which aooompanies the con- 
Gciousnees of improper objects — adding to his demeanor another 
shade of timidity. 

Miss Picklin's sliooldera were not invaded quite to the limits 
of terra cognita. by the cabbage-leaves which bad exercised such 
an iufinence on her destiny ; and as the scalds somewhat rsLem- 
bled two maps of South America (with Patagonia under each 
ear), she usually, in full dress, gave a clear view of the surround- 
ing ocean — wisely thinking it better to have the geography of her 
disfigurement well understood, than, by covering a small eztrem- 
ity (as it were the isthmus of Darien), to leave an undiscovered 
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North America to the imagination. Shi- upp'-arcd accordinnly at 
dinner in a eovtume not likely to diiiiini.sh tiis nioJest enibivrass- 
ment of Mr. Keui (as slie chose lo call him)— cxtroinely decnllelg, 
ID a pink si!k dress ^rith ^hort e^lccvcs, and in a turbaa with a 
gold fling" — tiie latter, of cours?, out of compliment to his coun- 
try. " Jloney ia power," even in family circles, and it was only 
Mi;s Pieklin who exercised the priviieirc of fall dress at a mid- 
day dinner. Phemic came to table drepsed ns at breakfast, and 
if she felt at all envious of her sihter's pink gown and elbows to 
match, it did not appear in her pleasant face or eislerly attention. 
The captain would allow anything, and do olmosl anything, for 
his rich daughter ; but as to dining nitli bis coat on, in hot wea- 
ther, company or no company, he would iMthor — 

" be set quick i' Ihe earth, 
And bowled to death with turnips " — 

though that is not the way he expressed it. The parti mrrS, 
therefore (for there was no Mrs. I'ieklin), was, in the maiter of 
costume, rather incongruous, but, as tlia Turk took it for granted 
that it was all according to the custom of the country, the carvim' 
was achieved by the shirt-sleeved captaiu, and the pudding " help- 
ed " by his bare-armed daughter, with no particular coiiiniotiou 
in the elemeula. Eartliquaki!8 do not iuvariahly follow violaiioub 
of citii^uette — particularly whore nobody is offiinded. 

After tiie first day, things took their natural course — as near 
as they were able. Hassan was not very quick at conversation, 
always taking at leatt five minutes lo put togi'thur for delivery a, 
aoDlence of English, but hia laugh did not liang fire, nor did bis 
nods and smiles ; and where ladies arc voluble (as kdics sonie- 
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times are), this p&acitj of ammuoitioD on the gentleman's part is 
no prelude to discomfiture. Then Phemie Iiad a very &ir smat- 
tering of Italiao, aad that being the business language of the Le- 
vant, Hassan took refuge in it whenever brought to a stand-still 
in English — a refuge, by the way, of whicb ho seemed inclined to 
avail himself oftener than was consistent with Miss Ficktin's ex- 
clusive property in his attention. Bebellioug though Hassan 
might secretly have baon to l^is authority over himself, Phemie 
was no accomplice, naturul modesty combining with the long habit 
of subserviency to make her even anticipate the exactions of the 
heiress ; and so Miss Picklin had " Mr. Keui " principally to 
herself, promenading him thrimjh the streets of Salem, and be- 
stowing bar sweetness upuu him from his morning entrance to his 
evening exit ; Phemie relieving guard very cheerfully, while bar 
Bister drcs'^cd for dinner. It was possibly from being permitted to 
converse in Italian during this half hour, that Hassan made it the 
only part of the day Jn which ho talked of himself and his house 
on the Bospbonis, but that will not account also for Phemie'a 
Mghing while she listened — never having sighed before in her life, 
not even while the same voice wa.3 talking English to her sister. 
Without going into a description of the Picklin tea-party, at 
which Hassan was induced to figure in bis oriental costume, while 
Mbs Picklin sat by him on a cushion, tnrbaned and (probably) 
cross legged, h la Sultana, and without recording other signs sat- 
isfactory to the Salemites, that the young Turk bad fallen to the 
scalded heiress — 

" As does the oapray to the Gab. that fakes it, 
By Mvereignty of nature " — 

I must oome plump to the fact that, on the Monday following 
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(one week after his arrival) Hassan left Salem, ttnaocompanied 
by Miaa Picklin, As he bad asked for no private interview ia the 
best parlor, and bad made bis final business Brraogements wicb tbo 
eaptaia, so that be coald take passage from New York witboat 
leturning, some people were inolined to faoej that Miss Picklin's 
demonstrations with regard to bim bad been a little premature. 
And " some people " cbose to smile. But it was reserved for 
Miss Pioklio to look round in church, in about one year from this 
event, and bare her triumph over " some people ;" for sbe waa 
about to sail for Constantinople — " sent for," as the captain rude- 
ly expressed it. But I must oxplab. 

The " Simple Susan " oame in, heavily freighted with a con- 
signnient from tbo house of Keui to Pioklin & Co., and a k'tter 
from the American consul at Constantinople wrapped in the in- 
Toioe. With the careful and ornate wording of an official epistle, 
it stated that EETendi Hasaan Keui had called on'tlie consul, and 
pardy from the* mistrust of bis ability to express himself in Eng- 
lish on BO delicate a subject, but more particularly for the sake 
of approaching the object of his affections with proper deference 
and ceremony, he had requested that officer to prepare a docu- 
ment conveying a proposal of marriage to the daughter of Cap- 
tain Pioklin. The incomplete state of his mercantile arrange- 
ments, wbile at Salem the previous year, would account for bi^ 
silence on the subject at that time, but he trusted that his prcfor- 
once bad been sufficiently manifest to the lady of bis heart ; and 
as his prosperity in business depended on his remaining at Con- 
stantinople, enriching himself only for her sake, he was sure that 
the singular request appended to bis offer would be taken as a 
mark of bis prndenoe rather than as a presumption. The cabin 
of the " Simple Sosan," aa Captain Heklin knew, was eng^ed on 
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her next paas^e to Con^Untinople bj a party of missioDaries, 
mala and feiiiale, and the request was to the intent that, in cose 
of an acceptanoo of his offer, the fair dan^hter of the oiroer iroald 
oome out, uoder their sofficient protection, to be wedded, if shp 
should so please, oo the day of her arrival in the " Golden Horn-'' 

As Mi<s PickliD had preserved a mysterious silence on the sub- 
ject of " Mr. Keui's " attentions since his departure, and as a lady 
with twenty thousaod dollars in her own right is, of course, quite 
independent of parental control, the captain, after running his cyo 
hastily through the document, called to the boy who was weighing 
out a quintal of codfish, and bid him wrap the letter in a brown 
paper and run with it to Miss Picklin — taking it for granted that 
she knew more about the matter than he did, and would explain 
it all, when he came home to dinner. 

In thinking the matter over, on his way home, it occurred to 
- old Picklin that it was worded as if he had but one daughter. At 
any rate, he was quite sure that neitlier of bis daughters was 
particularly specified, e*thcr by name or age. No doubt it was 
all right, however. The girls understood it. 

" So, it's you, miss !" he said, as Miss Picklin looked round 
from the turban she was trying on before the glass. 

" Certainly, pa ! who else should it be !" 

And there ended the captain's doubts, for he uerer again got 
eight of the letter, and the turmoil of preparation for Hiss Pick- 
lin's voy^e, made the house anything hot a place for getting an- 
swers to irnpcrtioeot qQcations. Phenite, whom the news bad 
made silent and thoughtful, let drop a hint or two that she would 
Ukc to see the letter; bat a mysterious air, and "La! child, yon 
wouldn't understand it," was check enough for her timid ouiioa- 
6* 
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artitlus in Constantitiople, tkougb, in the natural coorne of things, 
thej must be wasted as much la Tuikcy aa io Salcni. 

The biig was finally cleared and lay off la the stream, and on 
the evening before tlie embarkation the missionaries arrived and 
were invited to a tea-party at the Pioklins. Miss Picklio bad 
got up a little surprise for Ler friends with wbieh to cliso the 
party — a " walking frtWeaw," as ebe termed it, in which she should 
fiiddonly make her apparition at one door, pass through the room, 
and go out at the other, dressed aa a sultana, witli a mualiu kirtlo 
and satin trowsers. She disappeared accordingly half an hour 
before the breaking up ; and, oonversatioa rather languishing in 
her absence, the eldest of the missionaries rose to conelade the 
evening with a prayer, in the midst of which Miss Picklin passed 
through the room unperceived — the {aaea of the company being 
tnrned to the wrdl. 
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The next iDoraiog at daylight the " Simple Sasao '' put to sea 
with a fair wind, and at (lie usual hour for opnuing the store of 
Picklin and Co., she had dropped below the horizon. Phemie 
Bat upon the end of tbe wharf and watched hor' till ehc was out of 
sight, and the captain walked up nnd down hetwoen two puoehcons 
of rum which stood at the distance of a quarter-deck's length from 
each other, and both father and daughter were sitent. The cap- 
tain had a coufu.'Ji^d thnup;ht or two baaidi^a the gri-jf of parflng, 
and Phcniio had foclinga quite as confnstcd, whioh were not all 
made up of syrrow for the hm of her sister. Perhaps the render 
will be lit the trouhle of spelling out thoir riddles while I try to 
lot him down softly to tho oatastrophn of my story. 

Without coofi'sMng to any ailment whatever, the plump Phemie 
palod and thinned from the day of her fiistor's departure. Iler 
spirits, too, soenicd to k.^ep her flesh and color company, and at 
the end of a month tho captain was told by one of the good dames 
of Salem that he had bettor a-'k a physician what ailed her. The 
doctor could make nothing out of it except that she might be 
fretting for the loss of her sister, and be reeonimcndod a change 
of Ecene and climate. That day Captain Brown, an old mate of 
Isaiah's, dropped in to eat a family dinner and ss}- good-by, as he 
was about sailing in the new schooner Nancy for the Black sea — 
his wife for his only passenzer. Of course he would be obli^'od 
to drop anchor at CoaHtantiaoplo to wait for a fair wind up the 
Bo?phoruii, and part of his errand was to offjr to take k'tters and 
nick nackc vies to Sirs. Ked. Old Pickiin put the two things to- 
gpther, and over their glass of wine he proposed to Brown to take 
Phionie with Mrs. Brown to Constanlinople, leave thera both 
there on a visit to Mrs. Koui, till the return of the Nancy from 
the Black sea, and then re-embark them for Salem. Phemie 
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oame into the room jast as thej nerq touohing glasses on the 
agreement, and when the trip waa proposed to her she first color- 
ed violently, then grew pala and burst into tears 5 but oonaeatcd 
to go. And, TTith such preparations as she could make tbat even- 
ing, nhe was quite ready at the appointed hour, and was off with 
the land-breezo the next moraiog, taking leave of nobody but her 
fiither. And this time the old man wiped his eyes very often be- 
fore the departing vessel was " hull down," and was heartily sorry 
he had let Phemie go without a great many presents and a great 
many more kisses. * # # # 

A fine, breezy morning at Constantinople ! 

Eapidly down the Bospborua shot the caique of Hassan Keui, 
bearing its master from bis country-house at Dolma-batchi to his 
warehouses at GiJata. Just before the sharp prow rounded away 
toward the Golden Horn, the marobant motioned to the caikjia to 
rest upon their oars, and, standing erect in the slender craft, he 
strained his gaze long and with anxious earnestness toward the 
sea of Marmora. Not a sail was to be seen coming from the west, 
except a man-of-war with a crescent flag at the peak, lying off 
toward Scutari from Seraglio point, and with a sigh that carried 
the cloud off his brow, Hassan gayly squatted onca more to bb 
cushions, and the caique sped merrily on. In and out, among 
the TCfsels at anchor, the airy bark threaded her way with the 
dexterous swiftness of a bird, when suddenly a cable ruse beneath 
ber and lifted her half out of the water. A vessel newly-arrived 
was hauling in to a close anchorage, and they had crossed her 
hawser as it rose to the surfaoe. Pitched headlong into the lap 
of the nearest caikji, the Turk's snowy turban fell into the water 
and was carried by th e eddy under the stern of the vessel round- 
ing to, and ta the caiqao was driven backward to regain it, the 
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barelieaded owner eank back aghast — Simple Susan of Saleu 
Btariajn hinj in tbe faca in golden capitab. 

" Oh ! Mr Keui! how do you do !" cried a well-remembered 
voice, as he raised himaelf to fend oS hj the rudier of the briir. 
And there she etood within two feet of bia lips — Misa Ficklin in 
her bridal veil, waiting below in expectant modesty, and though 
surprised by his peep into the cabin windows, exeusing it as a 
natural impatience in a bridegroom coming to bis bride- 

1'fae captain of the Susan, meantime, had looked over the taf- 
ferel and recognized his old passenger, and Hassan, who woald 
liare ^ven a cargo of opium for an hour to compose himself, 
mounted the ladder which was thrown out to him, and stepped 
fj'om the gangivay into Miss Picklin's arms ! She had rushed np 
to receive him, dressed in her muslin kittle and satin trowsers, 
thougb, with her dramatic sense of propriety, she bad iatended to 
remain below till summoned to the bridal. The captain, of course, 
kept back from delicacy, but the missionaries stood in a cluster 
gazing on tbe happy meeting, and the sailors looked over their 
shoulders as they heaved at the windlass. As Miss Picklio after- 
ward remarked, " it would bare been a tahltau vivant if the deck 
hod not been so very dirty !" 

Hassan wiped bis eyes, for he had replaced his wet torban op 
his head, but what with his escape from drowning, and what ^itt 
liis surprise and embarrassment (for he had a difficult part to pl.iy, 
as tbe reader will presently understand), he had lost all memory 
of hb little stock of English. Miss Picklin drew him gently by 
the band to tbe quarter-deck, where, under an awning fringed 
with cartaios partly drawn, stood a table with a loaf of wedding- 
oake upon it, and a bottle of wine and a bible. She nodded to 
the Bev. Mr. Oriffin, who took bold of a chair and turned it 
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roand, and placing it agitinst his l\ufs wijii the back toward Lim, 
looked steadfastly at the happj- coiipli. 

" Good morning — good nii;ht — your sister — aspella ! per amor' 
•li Dio !" cried tho bowildercd Hassan, giving utterance to all the 
|]iin]is!i he could remcmhijr, and seiainj the bride by the arm. 

" These ladies arc my brideamaid.<,'' aaid Miss Pickliii, point- 
iiiiT to t'lo mi ssio liar its' wires who stood by in tlieir bonnet* and 
fiiiiiiU. " I dare say he expaetod iny sister wotild come as my 
l.ridnsmaid !" slio ndJpd, turnin;; to Mr Griffin to vxiAiim the 
imtbri'ak os slie undcistjod it. 

Hassan beat his baud upjn hid for,'lie;tJ, wali;<;d tivieo up and 
down th9 quarterdeck, looked around over the Golden Horn as if 
in search of an interpreter to' his feeling, and finally walki'd up 
to Jlira Picklin with a look of calm resignation, and addros,-cd to 
her and to the Kev. Mr. Griffin a speech of three minutes, in Ita- 
lian. At (he el:i?o of it he made a very ceremonious salaam, and 
offered his hand to tho brido ; and, as no one present understood 
a syllable of what he h;td intended to convey in his address, it 
was received as probably a wcloomo to Turkey, or perhaps a for- 
mal repetition of his offer of heart and hand. At any rate, Miss 
Picklin took it to be high time to bh^h and take off her glove, 
and tho Kev, Mr. Griffin then bent across tho back of the chair, 
jellied their hands and wont ihrouqh tho ceriimony, ring and all 
The ladies came up, one after another, and kissed the bride, and 
the gentlemen shook bauds with Hassan, who received their giod 
wishes with a curious look of unhappy resignation, and after cut- 
ting the cake and permitting tho bride to retire for a moment to 
calm her feelings and put on her bonnet, tie bridegroom made 
rather a peremptory movement of departure, and the happy cou- 
ple went off in tho caique toward DoJma-5i>-''!ii amid much waving 
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a favorable wind to encounter the adverso current of tba Bospho- 
rus, were loosing sail and getting under way, and the pilot, 
knowing that the destination of the Nancy was also to l!ie Black 
sea, BtroDgly dissuaded Captain Brown from I'ropping anchor in 
the Horn, with a, chance of losing the good luck, and Ijing, per- 
haps a month, wind-bound in harbor. Understanding that tho 
captain's oaJy object in stopping was to leave the two ladies with 
Keui the opium- merchant, tha pilot, who knew his residence at 
Dolnia-batehi, made signal for a caic[ae, and kept up the Bospho- 
rus. Arriving opposite tho little village of which Hassan's 
house was one of tho chief ornaments, the ladiea were lowered 
iuto tho caique and sent ashore — expecting of coursa to be 
received with opea arms by Mra. Keui — and then, spreading all 
her Canvass, the swift little schooner sped on her way to Trebi- 

Xiassan sat in the little pavilion of his ttouae which looked oat 
on the Bosphorns, eating his pillau, for it was the noon of a holy- 
day, and he had not been that morning to Galata. Recognizing 
at once the sweet face of Phemio as the oaiqne came near the 
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shore, be flew to meet her, supposiog tbat the " Simple Sosaa" 
hud arrived, and thut the lady of Lis love had chosen to como 
and seek'him. The reader will uaderetaad of ooorse, tb&t there 
ivaH no " Mrs. Keui." 

And BOW to shorten my atory. 

Mrs. Brown and Phemie were in Hasaan's own bouse, with no 
uthci' acijuaintanco or protector OQ tbat side of the world, and 
lliere wus no poasihility of escaping a true espkoatioD. The 
iiiistuko was explained, and explained to Brown'd satisfaction. 
Fbmuie was the " daughter" of Captain Picklia, to whom the 
offer was transuiittud, and as, by blessed luck, the Nancy bad 
outsailed the Simple Susan, Frovideuce seemed to have chosen to 
set right fur once, the traverse of true love. ' The English 
embassy was at fiurgurtu, only six miles above, on the B6aph6- 
rus, and Hassan and bis mother and sisters, and Mrs. Brown and 
Pbemic were soon on their way thither in swift caiques, and the 
happy couple were wedded by the English chaplain. The arrival 
of the Simple Susan was of course looked for, by both Hassan 
and bis bride, with no little dismay. She had met with contrary 
winds on the Atlantic, and had been caught in the Archipelago 
by a Levanter, and from the damage of the last she had been 
obliged to come to anchor off the little island of Paros and repair. 
This bad been a job of six weeks, and meantime the Nancy bad 
given them the go-by, and reached Constantinople. 

Hassan was daily on the look-out for the brig in his trips to 
town, and on the morning of her arrival, his mind being put at 
case for the day by his glance toward the sea of Marmora, the 
stumbling so suddenly and so unprepared od the object of his 
dread, completely bewildered and unnerved him. Through all 
bis oonfusion, however, and all the a»kwardni's> ')f his Rtuatiou, 
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th'^re no a feeliog of self-coDdemnation, as veil as pity for Miss 
Picklia i Hnd ibis had dnveo him to the catastrophe desoribed 
above. He felt that he owed her some reparadon, and as the 
religion in which he was educated did not forbid a pluralttjr of 
wives, and there was no knotcing hnt poBsibly she might be 
ioeliaed to " do in Turkey as Turkeys do," he felt it incambent 
on himself to state the fact of his previous marriage, and then 
offer her the privilege of becoming Mrs. Keui No. 2, if she chose 
to accept. As he bad no English at his command, he stated his 
dilemnta and made his offer ia the best laoguago he had — Italian 
— and with the results the reader has been made acquainted. 

Of the return passage of Miss Picklio, formerly Mrs. Kcait 
under the charge of Gaplain and Mrs. BrowD, in the schooner 
Nanuy, I have never learned the particulars. She arrived at 
Salem in very good health, however, and has since been distin- 
guished principally by her sympathy for widows— based on what, 
I cannot very positively say. She resides at present in Salem 
with her father, Captain Picklin, who is still the consignee of tie 
house of Keui, having made one voyage out to see the children 
of his daughter Pheaiie and strengthen the mercantile connexion. 
His old age is creeping on blm, nndistingatshed by anything 
except the litile nionotnania of reading the letters from bis son- 
ia-luw at least a hundred times, and then wafering them up over 
the fireplace of bis counting-room — in doubt, apparently, whether 
he rightly understands the contents. 
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Now, Heaven rest the PbcBoiciaDS for their pleasant mrentloii 
of the art of travel. 



This is to be a story of love and pride, and the hero's Dame it 
Hypolet Le&tbera. 



Ton have smiled prematurely, mj friend and reader, if yoa 
" think yon see " Mr. Leathera foreshadowed, as it were, in his 



(Three mortal times have I mended this son of a goose of a 
pen, and it will not — as yon see by the three unavailing attempts 
recorded above — it will not commcnoe, for me, this tale, with a 
practioable beginning.) 

The sun was rising (I think this promises well) — leisurely rising 
was the sun on the opposite side of the Susqucbannah. The tall 
corn endeavored to lift its silk tassel out of the sloppy fog that 
had taken npon itself to rise from the water and prognosticate a 
bot fair day, and the driver of the Bingharaton stage drew over 
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hia legs a two-bushel bag aa he cleared the street of the village, 
and thought that, for a summer's moraing, it was " very cold " — 
wholly unaware, however, that, ia inurniuiiag thus, he was ex- 
pressing himself as Hamlet did irhile wailing for his father's 
ghost upon the platform. 

Inside the coach were three passengers. A gentleman sat by 
the window on the middle scat, with his cioak over his lap, watch- 
ing the going to heaven of the fog that had fiilSlled its destiny. 
His uiind was melancholy — partly for the contrast be eould not 
but draw between this exemplary vapor and himself, who was 
■ "but a vapor,"*' and partly that bis pancreas began to apprehend 
some interruption of the thoroughfare above — or, in other words, 
that he was hungry for his breakfast, having gone supperless to 
bed. He mused as be rode. He was a young maa, about twen- 
ty-five, and had ioherited from bis father, John Leathers, a gen- 
tleman's fortune, with the two drawbacks of a name troublesoiue 
to Phoebus (" Pbrebua ! what a name !"), and premature "gray 
hair. He was, in all other respects, a finished and well-condi- 
tioned hero— tall, comely, courtly, and accomplished — and had 
seen the sigbt-worthy portions of the world, and knew their dif- 
ferences. Travel, indeed, had become a kind of diseased neces- 
sity with him — for he fled from the knowledge of bis name, and 
from the observation of his gray hair, like a man fleeing from 
two fcU phantoms. Ho was now returning from Niagara, and 
left the Mohawk route to see where the Susquehannah makes its 
Great Bend in taking final leave of Mr. Cooper, who lives above j 

* " Man's iiil a vapor. 
Fall of woes, 
Cuts a caper, 

And down he goes.'' — FainUiar JhSadt. 
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nud at the village of the Great Bend he was to cat that day's 
breakfast. 

Oq the back seat, upon the leather cushion, behind BIr. Lea- 
thers, Eat two other chillj persons, a middle-a^ed man sud a girl 
of siiteen — the latter with her ahaw! diawn close to her arms, 
and her dark eyes bent opon her knees, aa if to warm them (as 
unqi] est ion ably they did). Her black curls swunr; out from her 
bonnet, like ripe grapes from the top of an arbor— hpavy, tluin- 
berous, bulky, prodigal black curls — oh, how beautiful ! And I 
do not know that it would be a " trick worth an cfrg " to moke 
any mystery of these two persons. Tho gentleman was John" 
Mehidj, the widowed tailor of Bingham ton, and the lady was 
Nora Mehidy, his daughter ; and they wore on their way lo New 
York to ohanje th'e Pcene, Mrs. Melildy having left the piiinfnl 
legacy of love— her presence — beliind her. For, ill as be could 
afford the journey, Mr. Mehidy tliought the fire of Nora's dark 
eyes might be put out with water, and he must go where every 
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laoud Just were tlioso lights aai shadow.a raaDufiictured ! What 
iiii measurable tLickuess in ilioee Ikck flakus — compared, with all 
looks tbat ho Lad evur bccq, as an edge of coooa-nieat, fragranilj 
and newly broken, to a torn leaf, limp with wiking. Nora stood 
inotioDless, absorbed in the incomparable sjdendor of that silver 
hook bent into the forest — Leathers as uiytiouless, absorbed tn 
her wildernesa of jattj lock* — till the bavkeopar rang the bell for 
them to come to brpakfast. Ah, Hypolet ! Ilypolct ! what dark 
thought came to sliare, with that innocent beefsteak, yoar morn- 
ing's digestion ! 

That tailors have, and why they have, the handsomest daugh- 
ters, in ail countries, hare be^en points of observation and specu- 
laiion for physiology, written and unwritten. Most men know 
the fact. Some writers have ventured to guess at the occult se- 
cret. But I think " it noetis no ijhoit, come from the grave/ to 
unravel the mait^ir Thoi" viisation is the embelliahment — part- 
ly indeed the creati.in— of material b 'auty. If j.hilosopl.y sit on 
their shears (as it should ever), there are questions to decide 
which discipliDC the sense of beauty — the degree in wiiich fai^hion 
should be sacrificed to beconiingness, and the rct^istanoe to the 
invasion of the poetical by whim and usage, for example — and as 
a man thinketh — to a certain de<rrec — so is his daughter. Beau- 
ty is the business- thought of every day, and the desire to know 
how best to remedy its defects is the ache and agony of the tailor's 
Boul, if he be ambitious. Why should not this have its exponent 
on the features of the race, as other strong emotions have — plas- 
tic and malleable as the human body is, by habit and practice 
Shakspere, by-tbe-way, says — 



'Tie use that breeds a habii in a man, 
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ftod I own to the dulness of never till now apprehending tbat thia 
reniarkable passage typifids the steeping of anperfino broadcloth 
(made into Buperfine habitt) into tho woof and warp of the twior'a 
idioajnoracy. Q, E. D. 

Nora Mehidy had ways with her that, if the world had not beeo 
thrown into a mass by Ere and Adam, would doubtless have been 
kept for queens. Leathers was partioularly struck with her never 
lifling up her eyelids till Bho was ready. If she chanced to be 
looking thoughtfully down when be spoke to her, which was her 
habit of sadness just now, she heard what he had to say and 
commenced replying — and then, slowly, up went the lids, comb- 
ing the loving air with their long lashes, and no more hurried 
than the twilight taking its fringes off the stars. It was adorable 
— altogether adorable ! And her bands and lips, and feet and 
shoulders, had the same contemptuous and delicious deliberate- 
On tho second cv.-ning, at half past Sre — ^jnst half an honr too 
late for the " Highlander " steamer — the " Binghamton stage " 
slid down the mountain into Newburgh- The next boat was to 
touch at the pier at midnight, and Li^athers had six capacious 
boms to work on tho mind of John Mehiily. What was the pro- 
cess of that fiendish temptation, what ths lure and the resist.mce, 
is a secret locked up with Moloch — but it was Bnoccasful ! The 
glorious checduTt of the victim — (sweet descriptive word — ehtvf- 
luTt !)■ — the matchless locks that the matehlockg of armies should 
have defended — went down in the same boat with Nora Mehidy, 
but tied up in Mr. Leathers' linen pocket-handkerohief ! And, 
io one week from that day, the head of Hypolet Leathers wm 
shaven nude, and the black curls of Nora Mehidy were placed 
upon its irritated organs in an ineomparatU wio ! I 
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A yen had elapsed. It waa a warm day, in No. 77 of the As- 
lor, and Hypolet Leathers, Esq., arrived a week before by the 
Great 'Western, sat aiding the evaporation from his hrain hy lotions 
of iced lavender. His wig stood before him, ou the blockhead that 
was DOW bis iDfleparable companion, the back toward him; aod 
as the wind chased off the volatile lavender from the pores of his 
eknll, he toyed thonghtfiillj with the lustrous ourls of Nora Me- 
hidy. His heart was on that wooden block ! He dressed his own 
wig habitijalty, and by dint of perfuming, oombing, and caressing 
those finger-like ringlets — he had tangled up his heart in their 
meshes. A phantom, with the superb face of the owner, stayed 
with the separated locks, and it grew hourly more palpable and 
controlling. The sample bad made him sick at heart for the 
remBinder. He wanted the rest of Nora Mehidy. He had come 
over for her. He had found John Mehidy, following his trade 
obscurely in a narrow lane, and he had asked for Nora's Atmd. 
But though this was not the whole of his daughter, and ho had 
already sold part of her to Leathers, he shook his head over his 
shiny shears. Even if Nora eonld be propitiated after tbe sacri- 
fice she had mads (which he did not believe she could be), he 
would as lief pnt her in the world of spirits as in a world above 
him. She was his life, and he would not give hia life willingly to 
a stranger who would take it from him, or make it too fine for hia 
using. Oh, no ! Nora must marry a tailor, if she marry at all — 
and this was the adamantine resolution, stem and without appeal, 
of John Mehidy. 

Some SIX weeks afber this, a new tailoring establishment of 
great outlay and msgaiBocuce was opened in Broadway. The 
show-window was like a new revelation of stuff for trowsers, and 
resplendent, but not gaudy, were the neckcloths and wustooatlngs 
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—for abaolnto tasto rei<nied orer all. Tbere was not an article 
on shov poBsiblo to William atreet — not a mtistooat that, seen in 
Maiden lane, would not bave been aa tiDsphered aa the Lost 
Pleiad in Botaoj Bay. It was quite clear that there was Bome 
One of the firm of " Mehidy & Co." (the new sign) who exercised 
his taste " from within, out," as the Germans say of the process 
of true poetry. He began innde a gentleman, that is to sny, to 
guess at what was wanted for a gentleman's outside. He was a 
tailor-gentleman, and was therefore, and by that quality only, fit- 
ted to bo a gentleman's tutor. 

The dandies flocked to Mebidy b Co. They cnnld not be 
measured immediately — oh no ! The gontletiian to h". built was 
requested to walk about the shop for a half himi', till t)ic foreti^au 
got him well in his eye, and then to call again in a week. Mean- 
Urao he would mark his customer in the street, to s'ie how he 
performed. Mebidy & Co. never ventured to take nipasure for 
term incognita. The man's gait, shrug, speed, style, and qaal- 
ity, were all to be allowed for, and these were not seen in a min- 
vto. Aud a very sharp and stylish looking felbtf seemed Ihali 
fiiremsn to be. There was evidently spoiled some very capable 
Stuff for a lord when he was made a tailor. 

"Hiileif, 
B7 tome o'er hiity angel, ww miiplaced 
In Fate's ftemal volume." 

And, faith ! it was a study to see him take a customer's measure ! 
The quiat contempt with wbiob he overruled the man's Indigenous 
idem of a coat ! — the rather satirical oomm^nte on bis peculiarities 
of wearing his kerseymere ! — the cool survey of the adult to be 
embellishod, as if he were inspeoting bim for admission to the 
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grenadiers ! — Oo the whole, it was a nervous business to be meas- 
ured for a coat bj that felloff with the dcviJish fina head of black 
hair! 

And, with the hair upon Am head, from which Nora had oiico 
no sccrels — with tho curls upon Aw cheek and temples which had, 
once slumbered peacefully over hers, Hypolet Leathers, tho fore- 
fflan of "Mehidy & Co.," made persevering love to the tailor's 
magnificent daughter. For she was magnificent! She had just 
taken that long stride from girl to woman, and her person had 
filled out to the imperial and voluptuous model indioated by her 
deliberate eyes. With a dnsky glow in her cheek, that looked 
like a peach teinted by a rosy twilight, her mouth, up to the 
crimstm edw.' of its bow of Cupid, was moulded with the slum- 
berous fairness of newly wrought sculpture, and gloriously bcnu- 
tiful in expressioo. She was s creature for whom a butterfly 
might do worm over again — to whose condition in life, if need bo, 
a prince might proudly come down- Ah, queenly Nora Mehidj ! 

But the wooing — alas ! the wooing throve slowly ! That love- 
ly head was covered again with prodigal locks, in short and mas- 
sive clusters, but Leathers was pertinacious as to his property in 
the wig, and its beconiingness and indispensableness — and to bo 
made love to by a man in her own hair ! — to be obliged to keep 
her own dark curls at a respectful distance ! — to forbid all inter- 
course between them and their children -ringlets, as it were — it 
roughened the course of Leather's true love that Nora must 
needs be obliged to reason on such singular dilemmas. For, 
though a tailor's daughter, she had been furnished by nature with 
an imagination ! 

But virtue, if nothing more and do sooner, is its own reward, 
and in time "to save ita baeon," John Mehidy's fortune whs 
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pretty well assured in the course of tiro jears, and mado. In bis 
own line, by his proposed soD-iu-law, and he could no longer re- 
fuse to throw ioto the scale the paternal authority. Nora's hair 
was, by this time, too, roatored to ita pristine length and loxur- 
iousnesa, and, on condition that Hypolet would not exact a new 
wig from his new possessions, Nora, one Bammei's night, made 
over to him the remainder. The long-exiled locks revisited thnir 
natd soil, during the caresses which scaled the compact, and a 
very good tailor was spoiled the week after, for the married 
Leathers became once more a gentleman at large, having bought, 
in two instalment, at an expense of a hundred dollars, a heart, 
.and two years of service, .one of the finest properties of which 
Heaven and a )fold Hog ever gave mortal the copyhold! 
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(the outline from a prench ueuoih.) 

I INTRODUCE 5011 at once to the Marquis da la Chetardie — a 
diplomatist who figured largely in the gay age of Lonis XV. — aad 
the starj is but one of the illuminated pages of the dark book of 
dijilomacy. 

CharK's de la Cbetardie appeared for the first time to the eyes 
(if the king at a masquerade ball, given at Yeraailles, ander the 
nu/ipice!) of la belle Fompadonr. He waa dressed as a youag lady 
of high rank, making her dibut ; and, so perfect was hia acting, 
and the deception altogether, that Louis became enamored of the 
ditiguiaed marquis, and violently excited the je^ouay of " Ma~ 
dame," by his amorous attentions. An eclaiTckxmem, of coarse, 
tooh place, and the result was a great partiality for the marquis's 
society, and his subsequent employment, in and out of petticoats, 
:□ niaoy a scheme of state diplomacy and royal amusement. 

La Ch^tardio was at this time jnat eighteen. He was very 
slight, and bad remarkably small hands and fset, and the radiant 
fairness of his skin and the luxuriant softness of hia profuse 
chestnut curls, might justly have been the envy of the most 
delicate voman. Ho ms, at first, subjected to some ridicnlc for 
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bis effemioacj, bat the merry courtiers ware soon mftde aware, 
liiitt, under tbid velvet fragility lay ouncealed tlm strengtb and 
furucity of the tiger The giasp of his Ktuall haad was like an 
iroD vice, and his siDgular activity, and tbe coot oour&ge which 
afterward gave him a biilliaDt career on the battle-Geld, estab- 
lished hiiu, in a very short time, as the most formidable swords- 
muQ of (be court. Ilia ferocity, however, lay deeply concealed 
in bis character, aud, unprovoked, lie was the gayest aud most 
brilliaut of merry compauions. 

This was tbe age of occult and treacherous diplomacy, and the 
court of Russia, where Louis would fain have eiercised an influsnce 
(private as well as puhtical in its results), was guaidjd by an 
implacable Argus, iu the person of the priiue minister, Ucsiu- 
oheff. Aided by Sir Hambury WiUiauia, the English auibassidor, 
one of the craftiest men of that crafiy period, he had suceecd^ii 
for some years in defeating eYerj attempt at access to the 
ioiperittl ear by the secret emissaries of Fraace. The suldja 
appearance of La Cbetardie, his cool self-oo:niiiaud, aud bi-^ 
successful persoaatioa of a female, suggested a new hope to tbe 
king, however ; aud, called to Versai. lea by royal mindata, the 
young uiarquis was taken into cabinet coutidence, and a secret 
uii^ian to St, Peteriiburgh, in petticoats, proposed to him and 
accepted. 

With his iastTuctlous and secret dispatches utitched into bis 
corsets, and under tbe ostensible protection of a scieatiGo man, 
who was to present him to the tzLriue as a Mademoiselle dd 
Beaumont, desirous of entering the service of Elizibetb, tlie 
marqais reached St. Petersburgh withoot accident or adventure. 
The young lady's guardian requested »n audience through Bestu- 
oheff, and having delivered the open letters recommending hei 
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for her accomplish ID en ts to tho iaiperkl protection, he begged 
leave to continue on tiia scientific tour to the central regions of 
Rnsaia. 

Congi yiaa immediately granted, and on the disappearance of 
the savaTit, and before tho departure of Bestucheff, the tzarino 
threw off alt ceremony, and pinching the cheeks and imprinting 
a kisa on the furuliead uf the boairiful stranger, app-iinti-d htr, 
by one of thoso sudden whims of preference agiiiiist wiiich her 
ministers had so much trouble to guard, lectriee intime it jin-zim- 
liere — in short, confidential personal attendant. The blushes of 
the confused marquis, who waa unprepared for so affectionate a 
rec.iption, served rather to heighten the dij^uise, and old 
Bestucheff bowed himself out with a compHment to the beauty 
of Mademoiselle de Beaumont, veiled in a diplomatic coogratuk' 
tion to her imperi:il mistress. 

Elizabeth was forty and a little p.i«&, but she still had pre- 
tensions, and was particularly fond of beauty in her attcndani!>, 
female as wuU as male. Her favorite, of her personal siiile, 
at the tiino of the arrival of the marquis, was an ex']uisite 
litile creature who had been sent to her, as a compliment to this 
particular taste, by the Dutchess of Mecklenberg-Strelitz— a kind 
of German "FenoUa," or " Mignon," by the name of Naii6i:e 
Stein. Not much below the middle size, Nad6ge was a mod.:) of 
sy 111 metrical proportion, and of very extraordinary beauty. Slio 
had been carefully educated for her present situation, and was 
highly accomplished ; a fine reader, and a singularly sweet 
musician and dancer. l"ho tzarine's passion for this lovely 
attendant was excessive, and the arrival of a new fayorito of the 
same sex was looked upon with some pleasure by the eclipsed 
remainder of the palace idlers. 
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EliEabeth iummoned Nadege, and comniilted Mademoiselle do 
Beaumont temporarllj to her oharge ; bat tbe same mjsterioaa 
inagnetisui irhioh had reached the heart of the tzariae, eeeoied to 
kindle, {uite as promptlj, the affdctJoDS of her attcndaat. 
Nadoge was no sooner alone with her new friend, than she 
jumped to her neck, Bmothered her with kisses, called ber by 
every endearing epithet, and overwheimed her with qaestions, 
mingled with the most ohildlike exclamations of wonder at her 
own inexplicable love for a stranger. In an hour she had shoim 
to the new denioiselle all the contents of the little boadoir in 
which she lived ; talked to her of her loves and hates at the 
Bossian court ; of her home in Mccklenberg, and ber present 
sitnatioD — in short, poured out ber heart with the naif abandon 
of a child. The young marquis bad never seen so lovely a crea- 
ture ; imd, responsibly as he felt bis difficult and delicate situ^ 
tion, be returned the affection eo innocently lavished upon blm, 
and by the end of this first taX&l hour, was irrecoverably in lovs. 
And, gay as bis life bad been at the French court, it vas the first 
and subsequently proved to bo the deepest passion of his life. 

On the tsarme's return to her private apartment, she summon- 
ed her new favorite, and superintended, with condescending solic- 
itude, the arrangements for her palace lodging. Nad4ge inhabit- 
ed a small lower adjoining the bedroom of her mistress, and above 
this was an uDoccapied room, which, at the present saggsKtion of 
the fairy little attendant, was allotted to the new-comer. The 
staircase opened by one door into the private gardens, and by the 
opposite, into the corridor leading immediately to the imperial 
chamber. The marquis's delicacy wonld fiun have made somo 
objection to this very intimate location ; bnt he couU hazard no- 
thing against the interests of his sovereign, and he trusted to a 
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Speedy terminBtioa of hia disguise vith the attainment of his 
object. Meantime, the close neighborhood of the fait Nad4ge 
was not the most intolerable of necessities. 

The marquis's task was a veiy difficult one. He was instruct- 
ed, before abandoaing his disguise and deliTeriDj his secret 
despatches, to awaken the interest of the tzirino on the two sub- 
jects to which tlie documents had reference ; Viz., a former par- 
tiality of her majesty for Louis, and a formerly discussed project 
of seating the Prince de Conti on the throne of Poland. Bestu- 
oheff had so long succeeded in cutting off all approach of these 
. topics to the ear of the tiarioe, that her majesty had probably 
forgotten them altogether. 

Weeks passed and the opportunities to broach these delicate 
subjects had been inauspicionsly rare. Mademoiselle de Beau- 
mont, it is true, had completely eclipsed the favorite Nadege ; 
and Elizabeth, in her hours of relaxation from state afiairs, 
exacted the constant attendance of the new &Torite in her pri- 
yate apartments. But the almost constant presence of some 
other of the maids of honor, opposed continual obstacles and in- 
terruptjons, and the tzarine herself was not always disposed to 
talk of matters more serious than the current trifles of the hour. 
She was extremely indolent in her personal habits ; and often 
reclining at length upon ouahions on the floor of her boudoir, she 
laid her imperial head in the lap of the embarrassed demoiselle, 
and was soothed to sleep by reading and the bathing of her tem- 
ples. And daring this period, she exacted frequently of (be mar- 
quis, with a kind of instinctiTe mistrust, promises of continuance 
for life in Ler personal service. 

But there were sweeter hours for the enamored La Ghetirdie 
than tboiie passed in the presence of his partial and imperial 
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mistTess, EDCircIed by scntioels, and guarded from all iotruHon 
of other ejee, id the inviolable sanotnarj of rojalty, the beauti- 
ful Kadege, impaseioned, she knew not why, in her love for her 
new oonipanion, was ever within call, and bappy in devoting to 
hill! all her ikculties of caressing endearment. He bad not yet 
dared to risk the interests of hia sovereign by a disclosure of his 
sex, even in the confidence of love. He conld not trust Nndege 
to play so difficult a part as that of possessor of so embarrassing 
a secret in the presence of the shrewd and observing tzariue. A 
betrayal, too, would at once put an end to bis happiness. With 
the slight arm of the fair and relying creature about hia watst, 
and her head prei^cd close against his breast, they passed the 
balmy nights of the Russian summer in pacing the flowery alleys 
of the imperial garden, discoursing, with but one reserve, on 
every subject ihat floated to their bps. It required, however, all 
the self-control of La Chetardie, and all the favoring darkness of 
the night, to conceal bis smiles at the naive confessions of the 
unconscious girl, and her wondcringa at the peculiarity of her 
feelings. She had thought, hitherto, that there were afifeotiona in 
her nature which could only be called forth by a lover. Yet 
now, the tbougbt of caressing another than her friend — of repeat- 
ing to any human ear, least of all to a man, those new-born vows 
of love — filled her with alarm and horror. She felt that she had 
given her heart irrevocably away — and to a woman ! Ali, with 
what delirious, though silent passion, La Chetardie drew her ta 
' bis bosom, and with the piessure of his lips upon hers, interrnptr 
ed those sweet confessions ! 

Yet the time at last drew near for tbe waking from this celcs- 
tJat dream. The disguised diplomatist had found his opportunity, 
and had eucocasfully awakened in Elizabeth's mind both curionty 
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ttQi] interest as to the sobjeots of tbe despatcbcs Btill sewed mfelj 
ia bU corsets. There reraained notbiog for bim now but to seize 
tt favorable opporlDDity, and, witb tbe delirery of bis missives, to 
declare bis sex to tbe tiarine. There was risk tJi life and liberty 
in tiiis, but tbe marqais koew not fear, and he thonght bat of its 
consequences to his love. 

Id La Chetardio'a last inl«rTiew with tbe lavanl who oonduet- 
cd bim to Kussii, bis male attire bad been SDaoessfullj transfer- 
red from one portmanteaa to the other, and it was now in bis 
pnssessioD, readj for the raoment of need. With bis plans 
broa»ht to within a single night of the dSnoueiaenl, be parted 
fi'Otu tbe tiarine, haviDg asked tbe imperial permission for an 
hour's private interview on the morrow, and, with gentle force 
excluding Kadege from his apartment, he dressed himself in his 
proper costume, and out open tbe warm envelope of bis despatch- 
es. This done, he threw bis cloak over bim, and, with a dark 
lantern in his band, songht Nad^ge in the garden. He had 
determined to disclose himself to her, renew bis tows of love m 
bis proper gnise, and arrange, while he had access and opporull- 
nity, some means for uniting their destinies hereafter. 

As he opened tbe door of the turret, Nad^ge Sew up tbe stair 
to meet bim, and observing tbe cloak in the faint glimmer Of ihe 
stars, she playfully endeavored to envelope herself in It. But 
selling ber bands, La Cbetardie turned and glided baekward, 
drawing ber after bim toward a small pavilion in tbe remoter pftrt 
of Ibe garden. Hero they bad never been intempted, the 
empress alone having the power to intrude upon them, and Lk 
Cbetardie f-At safe in devoting this place and time to the donbla 
disclosure of bis secret and bis suppressed passion. 

Persuading her witb difficnlty to desist from pntting her umt 
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About bim and ait domi witbont a caress, be retreated a few steps, 
and in tiie ddrkoess of the pavilion, thook down his imprisoned 
locks to their mascnline abandon, threw off hia cloak, and drew 
np the blind of his lantern. The aoream of Borprise, which 
insUallj parted from the lips of Naddge, made him regret his 
imprudcnoe in not haviiig prepared her for the traaafbrmation, 
but her aeoond thonght waa mirth, for she eoald believe it of 
oonrae to he nothing but a playful masquerade ; and wiih delight* 
cd laughter she sprang to bis neck, and ovenrhelmed him with 
her kisses — another voice, however, joining verj vnexpeetedlj in 
the laughter ! 

The empress stood before them I 

For an instant, with all hia aelf-poasessioa, La Cbetardie was 
oonfouuded and dismayed. Siberia, the knont, the scafibld, flit- 
ted before hia ejea, and Nadege waa the sufferer ! Bot a glance 
at the &oe of the taarias reassured bim. She, too, took it for a 
girlish masquerade 

But the empress, unfortunately, waa not diaposed to bare a 
partner in her enjoyment of the society of this new apparition of 
" hoae and doublet." She ordered Naddge to her turret, with 
one of those petulant commands which her atteadanta understood 
to admit of no delay, and while the eolipaed favorite disappeared 
with th« tears of unwilling submission in her soft eyes, La Che- 
tardie looked after her with the anguish of eternal separation at 
his heart, for a presentiment crowded irresbtibly upon him that 
be should never see her more ! 

The empress was in slippers and roie dt fluif, and, as if &te 
bad iebLrmined that tbts well-kept secret should not survive tbo 
bonr, her majesty laid her arm within that of ber supposed mas- 
qnerader, and led the way to the palace. She waa wakeful, and 
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wUhcd to be read to sleep. Aod, vitb niaDj a compliment to 
tbe beauty of ber favorite in male attire, and many a plajful 
caress, slie arrived at the door of her cbaniber. 

But tbe marquis could go no farther. He bad hitberto been 
spared tbe embarrassment of passing this sacred threshold, for 
tbe jiassie empress bad secrets of toilet for the embelliahmeut of 
ber person, which she trusted only to the eyea of an antiquated 
attendant. La Chetardie had never passed beyond the boudoir 
which was between the antecbankber and the bed-room, and tbe 
time had come for the disclosure of bis secret. He fell on his 
knees and announced himself a man ! 

Fortunately they were alone. Incredulous at first, the em- 
press listened to bis asseverations, however, with more amusement 
than displeasure, and the immediate delivery of the despatohea, 
with tbe commendations of tbe dbguised ambassador by his royal 
master to the forgiveness and kindness of the empress, amply 
secured his pardon. But it was on condition that he should 
resume bis disguise and remain in ber service. 

Alone in his tower (for Nad^ge had disappeared, and be knew 
enough of the cruelty of Elizabeth to dread the consequences to 
the poor f^rl of venturing on direct inquiries as to her fate). La 
Cbetardie after a few weeks fell ill ; and fortunate, even at this 
price, to escape from the silken fetters of the enamored tsarine, 
he departed under the care of the imperial physician, for the 
more genial climate of France — not without reiterated promises 
of return, however, and offers, in that event, of unlimited wealth 
and advancement. 

Bit, as the marquis made bis way slowly toward Vionna, a 
gleam of light dawned on his sadness. Tbe Princess Sophia 
Charlotte was newly affianced to George the Third of England, 
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and thia daugbter of the hoase of Mecklcnberg had been tbo 
playniiLte of Nadege Stein from infancy till the time vben 
Nudo^e was eent to the tzaiine by the Duchess of Mecklenberg, 
.Matting a coofident of the kind physician who accompanied him, 
La Cheiardie vtiB confirmed, by the good man 'a better esperience 
atid knowledge, in the belief that Nad6ge had lihared the same 
fate of every female of the court who had ever awakened the 
jealousy of the empress. She was doubtless eiiled to Siberia; 
but, as ebe had committed no Toluotary fault, it was probably 
without other punishment ; and, wilb a playmate on the throne of 
England, she might ha demanded and recovered ere long, in all 
her freshness and beauty. Yet the recent fate of Ihe fair 
Eudoxie Lapoukin, who, for an offence but little more distasteful 
to the tzarine, had been pierced through the tongue with hot iron, 
whipped with tbe knout, and exiled for life to Siberia, hung like 
a cloud of evil angurj over bis mind. 

The marquis suddenly determined that he would see the 
affianced princess, and plead with her for her friend, before the 
splendors of a throne sbonld make Ler inacccssihle. The excite- 
ment of this hope had given him new life, and he easily persuaded 
his attendant, as they entered the gates of Vienna, that he 
required his attendance no iarther. Alone, with his own servants, 
he resumed his female attire, and directed his coarse to Mecklen- 
ij^ig-Strelitx. 

The prbcesa had maintained an intimate correspondence with 
her playmate np to the time of her betrothal, and the name of 
Mademoiaelle de Beaumont was passport enough. La Chetardie 
bad sent forward his servant, on arriving at the town, in the 
neighborhood of the ducal residence, and the reply to his niisflive 
was brought back by one of the officers in attendance, with orders 
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to eondnct tlie demoiselle to apartmentB in the castle. He was 
received with all honor at the palace-gate bj a chamberlain in 

waiting, who led the nay to a suite of raoma adjoioing those of 
the princess, where, after being left alone for a few minutes, he 
was familiarly Tisited bj the betrothed girl, and overwhelmed, aa 
formerly by her friend, with most embarrassing careBses. Id the 
next moment, however, the door was hastily flung open, and 
Nad^ge, like a stream of light, fled through the room, hong upon 
the neck of the epeechleas and overjoyed marqaia, and ended 
with convulsions of mingled tears and laughter. The moment 
that he could disengage himself from her arms, La Cb«tardie 
requested to be left for a moment alone. He felt the danger and 
impropriety of longer maintaining his di^^Iae. He closed his 
door on the unwilling demoiselles, hastily changed his dresa, and, 
with his sword at his side, entered the adjoining reception-room 
of the priooess, where Mademoiselle de Be&nmont was impa- 
tiently awaited. 

The scene which followed, the mingled confosion and joy of 
Nad^ge, the subsequent hilarity and maaquerading at the castle, 
and the particulars of the marriage of the Marquis de la Chetai> 
die to bis fair fellow maid- of- honor, must be left to the reader's 
imagination. We have room only to explain the reappearance of 
Nad4ge al Metklenberg. 

Nad4ge retired to her turret at the imperative command of the 
empreaa, aad and troubled ; but wailed wakefiilly and anxiously 
for the re-entrance of her diaguised companion. In tiie coarse 
of an hour, however, the aound of a aentioel'a musket, set down 
at her door, informed her that ehe was a pHsoDer. She knew 
Elicabeth, and the Ducbeaa of Mecklcnberg, with an equal 
knowledge of tbe fzarine's character, bad provided her with a 
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ygainat the imperial cruelty, shoulJ ehe ba.Te o 
use it. Stie crept to the battlcnients of tbe tower, and fasti^ncil 
s handVerchief to the side looking over the public square. 

Tbe foilon-iog morning, at daylight, Nadege was Enrnmooed to 
prepare for a joarney, and, in an hoar, she ivafi led between 
soldiers to a carriage at the palace-gate, and departed by the 
northern egresa of the city, with a guard of three mounted Cos- 
Backs. In two hoars from that time, the carriage was overtaken, 
the guard overpowered, and the horses' heads turned in tbe direc- 
tion of Moscow. A^er many difficulties and dangers, during 
which she found herself under the charge of a JMecklenbergiaa 
officer in ihe service of the tzarine, she reached Vienna in safety, 
and was immediately concealed by her friends in the neighbor- 
hood of the palace at Mecklenberg, to remain hidden till inquiry 
shoald be over. Tbe arrival of Mademoiselle do Beaamont, for 
the loss of whose life or liberty she had incessantly wept with 
dread and apprehension, was joyfully ooramunioated to her by her 
friends; and>so the reader kuoivs some of the passages in the 
early life of the far-famed beauty in the French ooart in the timo 
of Louis XV. — the Marchioness de la Chetardie. 
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Tom Fane's foar Oanadian ponies were whiziing his liglit 
pbeetoa through the saod at a rate that would hare put spirits 
into anything but a lover absent from hia mistreEs. The " bea- 
Teu-kissiDg " pines tonered on eteij side like the thonsand and 
one colnmns of the PalsBologi at Oanstantinople ; their flat and 
spreading tops shnttlag out the light of heaven almost as effec- 
tually as the world of mussnlmaas, mosques, kiosks, bazars, and 
Giaours, Eustalned on those innumerable capitals, darkens the 
subterranean wonder of SCamboal. An American pine forest is 
as like a temple, and a sublime one, as anj dream that ever en- 
tered into the architectural brain of the slumbering Martin. The 
Yankee metbodists in their camp-meetiDgs, have but followed an 
irresistible instinct to worship Ood in the religious dimness of 
these interminable aisles of the wilderness. 

Tom Fane and I had stoned the storks together in the palace 
of Oroosos at Sardis. We had read Anastasins on a mufti's tomb 
in the Ifekropolis of Scutari. We had bnrned with fig-ferers in 
the same oaravanserti at Smyrnn. We had cooled onr hot fore- 



^dbyGoogle 



IM 



FUN JOTTINGS. 



heads and cursed the Grocka io emnlons Romaic in the dim tomb 
of Agftmemoon at Argos. Wo had been grave at Paris, and 
merry at Rome ; and we had pio-nic'd with the beauties of the 
Fanar in the Valley of Sweet Waters in pleasant Roooielia ; and 
when, after parting ia France, he hod returned to England and 
hie regiment, and I to New England and law, whom should I 
meet in a snmmer's trip to the St Lawrence but Captain Tom 

Fane of the th, quartered at the cliff-percbed and doughty 

garrison of Quebec, and ready for any " lark " that would vary 
the monotony of daty ! 

Having eaten seven mess-dinners, driven to the falls of Alont- 
morenci, and paid my respects to Lord Dalhousie, the hospitable 
and able governor of the Canadas, Quebec had no longer a temp- 
tation : and obeying a magnet, of which more anon, I announced 
to Fane that my traps were packed, and my heart sent on, a 
Pavavl courier, to Saratoga. 
" Is she pretty ?" sud Tom, 

" As the starry-eyed Circassian we gaied at through the grill 
ia the slave-market at Constantinople !" — (Heaven and my mis- 
tress for^ve me for the comparison ! — bnt it conveyed more to 
Tom Fane than a folio of more respectful similitudes.) 

" Have you any objection to be drawn to your lady-love bj 
four cattle that would buy the soul of Oabaldiston ?"' 
" ' Objection !' quotha r " 

The next morning, four double-jointed and well-groomed pontes 
were munching their corn in the bow of a steamer, upon the St. 
Lawrence, wondermg possibly what, in the name of Bucephalus, 
had set the hills and chnrchea flying at such a rate down the river. 
The hUls and chnrchea came to a stand-stiU with the steamer 
oppoMte Montreal, and the ponies were Unded and put to their 
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nettle for soiiiu iweniy niiWs, wlicre tbej were deittined to be na- 
tnnii-hcd bv a ^iiinluf Sy'mg pljcuoiiioooD in tlie niountuDa girding 
tliu lenglbcTiin^ watftrs of Lake CLaniplaiD. Landed at Tioon- 
deroga, a few iiiili^ii' trot brought thi;in to Lake George and a 
third steamer, and, with a windin" passage among green islands 
and oTerbaDgiog precipices, loaded like a faanreet-wagon with 
vegetation, wo made our last landing on the edge of the pine for- 
est, where our elory opens. 

,"Well, I must object," says Tom, setting his whip in the 
socket, and edging round upon hia driving-box, " I must object 
to this republican gravity of jours. 1 shonid take it foi- melan- 
choly, did I not know it was the ' complexion ' of yonr never* 
smiling countrjmen." 

'* Spare me, Tom ! ' 1 see a hand you cannot see.' Tslk to 
your ponies, and let rae he miserable, if you loTc me." 

" For what, in the name of common sense ? Are yon not 
within five hours of your mistress ? Is not this cursed sand yonr 
natal soil ? Do not 

' The pine-bougha sing 
Old aangi with new glattnen?' 

and in the years that we have dangled about, * hero -and- there- 
iana' together, were you ever before grave, sad, or sulky .■* and 
will you without a precedent, and yon a lawyer, inflict your stu- 
pidity upon me for the first time in this waste and being-losii 
solitude .' Half an hour more of the dread silence of this forest, 
and it will not need the horn of Astolpho to set me irremediably 
mad!" 

*' If employment will save your wits, yon may invent a echome 
for marrying the son of a poor gentlemtui to the w&rd of a ikh 
trader in rice and molasses." 
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" The programme of oar approkching campuga, I pregume ?" 

' Simply." 

" Ib tlie lady willing ?" 

" I would fain beliere so." 

" Is Mr. Popkins uDwilling ?" 

" As tbo most romantic lover ooold desire." 

" And the state of the campaign ^" 

" Why, thns : Mr. George Washingtoo Jefiersoa Frump, whom 
yon have irreverently called Mr. Popkins, is sole guardian to the 
daughter of a dead West Indian planter, of whom he was onoe the 
agent. I fell in love with Kate Lorimer from desopption, when 
she was at achool with my uster, saw her by favor of a garden- 
wall, and after the usual vows — " 

" Too romantic for a Yankee, by half!" 

" — Proposed by letter to Mr. Frnmp." 

" Oh, bathos !" 

" He refused me." 

" Because " 

" Imprimis, I was not myself in the ' sugar line,' and in secun- 
dis, my father wore gloves and ' did nothing for a living ' — two 
blots in the eyes of Mr. Frump, which all the waters of Niagara 
would never wash from my esoutobeon." 

" And what the devil hindered yon from mnning off with her ;" 

" Fifty shares in the Manhattan Insurance Company, a gold 
mine'in Florida, Heaven knows how many hogsheads of treacle, 
and a million of acres on the banks of the Missouri." 

" ' Pluto's flame-colored daughter ' defend na ! what a living 
El Dorado !" 

*' All of which she forfeits if ebe marries without old Fnunp^ 
consent." 
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"I Bee — I Bee ! And tliia lo and her Argus arc now drinkiog 

the waters at Saratoga ?" 

" Even BO." 

" I'll bet yoQ my four-in-hand to a sonnet, that I gel her for 
jrou before the season is over." 

" Money and all .■" 

" Mines, molassca, and Missouri acres !" 

"And if you do, Tom, I'll give you a team of Virginian bloods 
that would astonish Ascot, and throw you into the bargain a for- 
giveness for riding over me with your oamel on the banks of the 
HermU!"." 

"Santa Maria! do you remember that spongy foot stepping 
over your frontispiece ? 1 had already cast ray eyes up to Mont 
Sjpilua to choose a clean ntche for jou out of the rock-hevrn 
tombs of the kings of Lydia. I thought yon would sleep with 
Alyatlis, Phil !" 

We dashed on through dark forest and open clearing, through 
glens of tangled cedar and wild vine, over log bridges, corduroy 
marshes, and sand-hills, till, toward evening, a scattering shanty 
or two, and au occasional sound of a woodman's axe, betokened 
our vicinity to Saratoga. A tum around a clump of tall pines 
brought us immediately into the broad street of the village, and 
the flaunting shops, the overgrown, unsightly hotels, riddled with 
windows like honey combs, the fashionable idlers out for their 
evening lounge to the waters, the indolent smokers on the colon- 
nades, and Ihe dusty and loaded coaches driving from door to 
door in search of lodgings, formed the nsual evening picture of 
the Bath of America. 

As it was necessary to Tom's plan that my arrival at Saratoga 
ahould not be known, lie pulled up at a small tavern at the en- 
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trance of the street, and dropping mc aad my baggage, drove on 
lo Congress Hall, with mj best prayers, and a letter of iqtroduo- 
tion to my sifter, whom I bad left on her waj to thn Spriaga with 
a party at. vaj departure for Montreal. Unwilling to remain in 
Kuch a tantalizing Ticinity, I hired a chaise the noxt morniog, and 
dospatchiog a note to Tern, drove to seek a retreat at Barhydt's 
— a spot that cannot well be described ia the tail of a paragraph. 
Herr Baihjdt is an old Dutch settler, who, till the mineral 
springs of Saratoga were discovered some five miles from hia 
door, was buried in the depth of a forest solitndc, onkuown to all 
but the prowling Indian. The sky is supported above him (or 
looks to be) by a wilderness of straight, columnar pine shafts, 
gigantic in girth, and with no foliage except at the top, whoro 
they branch out like round tables spread for a bani^iiet in the 
clouds. A small ear-shaped lake, sunk as deep into the oarth ax 
the firs ehoot above it, black as Erebos in the dim shadow of its 
hilly shore and the obstructed light of the trees that nearly meet 
over it, and clear and onbroken as a mirror, save the pearl-spots 
of the thousand lotuses holding up their cups to the bine eye of 
heaven that peers through the leafy vault, sleeps beneath his 
window; and around him, in the forest, lies, still uobrokco, the 
. elastic and brown carpet of the faded pine tassels, deposited in 
yearly layers since the continent rose from the flood, and rooted a 
foot beneath the surface to a rich mould that would fatten the 
Sympleglades to a flower-garden. With his black tarn well 
Btccked with trout, bis bit of a farm in the clearing near by, and 
an old Dutch bible, Herr Barhydt lived a life of Datch mnsiag, 
talked Dutch to his geese and chickens, sung Dntch psalois to tho 
echoes of the mighty forest, and, except on his far-between visits 
to Albany, which grew rarer and rarer as the old Dutch Inhabit- 
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aots droppeii faster away, saw never a white hnmaD faoo from one 
maplc-blossomiDg to ao other. 

A roving uuBeralogist tasted the waters of Saratoga, and, ]ik« 
the work of a kth-and-pluster AUddio, up sprrnig a thming vil' 
loge around the funataia's lip, hni hotels, tin tumblerB, aod 
apothecariea, multiplied in the usual proportion to each other, 
but out of all precedent, with everything else for rapidity. 
Libraiies, newspapers, churches, livery stubJes, and lawyers, fol- 
lowed in their train ; and it was soon estohlished, from the plains 
of Abraham to the savannahs of Alabama, that no person of 
I'EiijL tun able taste or broken constitution could exist through thg 
itjouths of July and August vilhout a visit to the chalybeate 
springs and populous village of Saratoga. It contained sevea 
thousand inhabitants before Herr Barhydt, living' in his wooded 
seclusion only five miles off, became aware of its existence. A 
pair of lovers, philandering about the forest on horseback, popped 
in upou him one June morning, and thenceforth there was no rest 
for the soul of the Dutchman. Everybody rods down to eat his 
trout and make love in the dark shades of his mirrored lagoon ; 
and at last, in self-defence, he added a room or two to his shanty, 
enclosed bis cabbage-garden, and put a price upon his trout-diu' 
ners. The traveller now-a-days who has not dined at Barhydl'H 
with bis own champagne cold from the taru,andthe white-headi.-d 
old settler " gargling" Dutch about the honse, in his manifold 
vocation of cook, ostler, and waiter, may as well not have seen 
Niagara. 

Installed in the back-ohamber of the old man's last addition to 
his house, with Barry Cornwall and Elia (old fellow-travellers of 
mine), a rude chair, a ruder, but clean bed, and a troop of 
thoughts so perpetually from home, that it mattered very little 
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what VM the oompIexioQ of an^thiog aboat me, I trailed Tom's 
operations with a lover's UBual patience. Barbjdl'a visilom bcI- 
dom arrived before two or three o'clock, and the long, soft morn- 
ings, qnict as a Ehadowy Elysiam on the rim of that ebon lake, 
were as Bolitary as a melancholj man could desire. Didst tbou bat 
know, oh ! gentle Barry Cornwall ! how gratefully thoa hast been 
road and mused upon id those dim and whispering aisles of the 
forest, three tbouitand and more miles from thy smoky whereaboni, 
mctbinks it would warm up the flush of pleaEure arouod ihioo 
eyL-lid$, though tlic " galdcn-trcssc 1 Aduhide !" were waiting her 
geod-night kisses at thy kuoo I 

1 couid stand it no longer. On the second eveaing of my 
seclusion, I made bold to borrow old Barhydt'a superannuated 
loadstcr, and getting up the steam with infinite difficulty in his 
rioketty engine, hilled away, with a pace to whioh I could not 
venture to affix a name, to the gay socnes of Saratoga. 

It was ten o'clock when I dismounted at the stable in Congress 
Hall, and giving dtr Teufd, aa the old man ambitiously styled his 
steed, to the hands of the ostler, stole round through the garden 
to the eastern colonnade. 

I feel called upon to describe " Congress Hall." Some four- 
■ teen or fifteen millions of white gentlemen and ladies consider 
tliat wooden and windowed Babylon as the proper palace of 
Delight — a sojourn to be sighed for, and sacrificed for, and econ- 
omized for — the birthplace of Love, the haunt of Hymen, the 
arena of Fashion — a place without which a new lease of life were 
valueless — for which, if the conjuring cap of King Errious itself 
could not furniab a season ticket, it might lie on a lady's toilet ai 
unnoticed as a bride's night-cap a twelvemonth after marriage. 
I say to myself, sometimes, as I pass the window at White's, and 
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see a norld-sick worlding with the curl of satiety and disgust on 
liis lip, wondering how the next hour will come to iU death, " If 
jou but knew, my friend, what a campaign of pleasure you are 
losing in America — what belles than the bluebell slighter and 
fairer — what hearts than the dewdrops fresher and clearer are liv- 
ing iheir pretty hour, like geras undired for In the ocean — what 
loads of foliage, what Titans of trees, what glorious wildernesses 
of rocks aod waters, are lavishing their Bplendora on the clouds 
that sail over them, and all within the magic circle of which Con- 
gress Hall is the centre, and which a circling dove would moaaare 
t« get an appetite for his breakfast — if you but knew this, my 
lord, as I know it, yon would not be gazing so vacantly on tlia 
steps of Crookford's, nor consider ' the graybeard' sach a la^ard 
in his hours !" 

Congress Hall is a wooden building, of which the size and 
capacity could never be definitely ascertained. It is built on a 
slight elevation, just above the strongly-impregnated spring 
whose name it bears, with little attempt at architectnre, save a 
' fipaoioQB and vine-covered colonnade, serving as a promenade otl 
either side, and two wings, the eztremitieB of which are lost in 
the distance. A relio or two of the stUl-astoiiished forest towen 
above the chimneys, in the shape of a melancholy group of firs; 
and, five minutes' walk from the door, the dim old wilderness 
stands looking down on the village in its primeval graudenr, like 
the spirits of the wronged Indians, whose tracks are scarce van- 
ished from the sand. In the strength of the summer solstioe, 
from five hundred to a thousand people dine together at Congresa 
Hall, and after absorbing as many bottles, of the best nines of 
the world, a sunset promenade plays the valve to the sentiment 
thus generated, sad, with a cnp of tea, the crowd leparateu to 
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dri,'S8 fiir the nighllj ball. There are several other hotels in the 
village, equally crowded and <.qual]y spacious, aud the ball is 
^iv.'D alternately at each. Coanress Hall is the " orsok'' place, 
how<!vcr, aud I expect that Mr. Weatcott, tho obliging proprietor, 
w\U give me the prefereocc of rooms, on my next annual vi^it, for 
this ju'^t and bonorable taentioD. 

The (t iu II er- tables were piled into an orchestra, and draped 
with green baize and green wreaths, the floor of the immense hall 
van chalked with American flags and the initials of all the heroec 
of the Revolution, and the band were playing a waltz in a stylo 
tbat made (be candles quiver, and the pines tremble audibly in 
their tassels- The ball-room was on the ground floor, and the col- 
onnade npun tbe garden aide was crowded with spectators, a row 
of grinning black fellows edging the cluster of heads at every 
window, and keeping time with their bands and feet in the irre- 
sistible sympathy of their mnsic-loving natares. Drawing mj 
hat over my eyes, I stood at tbe least-thronged window, and con- 
cealing my face in tbe curtain, waited impatiently for the appear- 
nuoe of the dancers. 

The bevy in tbe drawing-room was sufficiently strong at last, 
)ind the lady patroDesses, handed in by a state governor or two, 
and here nnd there a member of congress, achieved the entre with 
their usual intrepidity. Followed beaux and followed bcllea. 
Snj:h belles ! Slight, delicate, fr^ile-lookiog creatures, elegant 
as Ketxsch's angels, warm-eyed as Mohammedan houries, yet 
riuiid as tbe antelope whose hazel orbs they eclipse, limbed like 
nothing earthly except an American woman — I would ratlier not 
go on ! When I speak of the beauty of my countrywomen, my 
heart swells. I do believe the New World has a never mould fbi 
its mothers aud daughters. I thiiik I am not pi-ojudiced. I have 
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' been years zw.y. I hare sigfaed in Frtnoe ; I htn lotti ia 
Italy ; I have bargained for Ciroasaiana in an easteni beiestetB, 
aod 1 have luunged at Howell and James's on a sonny day in tba 
seasoD i and my eye is trained, and my peroeptions quickened; 
buc I do think (bonor brij>bt ! and Heath's " Book of Beauty** 
forgiving me) that there is no saeh beautiful work of God undn 
the arch of the sky as an Amerioan girl in her bellehood. 

Enter Tom Fane in a Stultz coat and Sparding tights, looking 
as a man nho had been the mirror of Bond street night he sup- 
posed to look, a thoosand leagues from his olub-honse. Sit 
leaned on his arm, 1 had never seen her half so lovely. Freab 
and calm from the seclusion of her chamber, her transparent 
oheek was jnst tinged wilh the first mounting blood, from tbo 
excitement of lights and mosio. Her lips were slightly parted, 
her fine-lined eyebrows were arched with a girliah surprise, and 
her ungloved arm lay carelessly and oonfidiogly within bis, aa 
vhito, roaoi^ and slender, as if Canova had wrought it in Parlu 
for his Psyche- If yon have never seen a beauty of northern 
blood nurtured in a southern clinic, the cold fairness of bet raoe 
warmed np as if it bad been steeped in some g<^den sansct, and 
her deep blue eye darkened and filled with a fire as unnaturally 
resplendent as the fusion of crysoprase into a diamond, and if yoa 
tiave never known the corresponding contrast in Ibe obaraoter, 
the intelligence and odnstanoy of the nortb kindling with ths 
CDtboaiasm and impulse, the paasionatensBS and tlte abandon of 
a more burning laUtude— you have seen nothing, let me inuna- 
ate, though you " have been i' the Indies twice," that coold give 
you an idea of Kat« Lorimer. 

She waliztid, and then Tom danced with my sister, and tben, 
resigning her to another partner, be offered his arm again to MiM 
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XjoHmer, nai left tite bait room vitb several otber eonplea for a. 
turn in the fresh air of the colonnada. X iras not je&loos, bat I 
felt nnpleasaDtly tt bui returning to her bo immediately. Ha 
was the huidaonieat man, out of all oomparison, in the room, and 
he had dimmed my star too often in our r&mbles in Europe and 
Asia, not to sn^est a thought, at least, that the same pleasant 
eclipse might occur in our American astronomy. I stepped off 
the colonnade, and took a turn in the garden. 

TfaoM '* ohildreQ of eternity," as U alter Sarage Landor poet- 
ically calls " the breeses," performed Uieir soothing ministry upon 
my temples, and I replaced Tom in my confidence with an heroic 
effort, and tamed bock. A swing hung between two ^Igantae 
pines, jost snder the balustrade, and Singing myself into the 
emhiooed seat, I abandoned myself to tlie innrings natnral to a 
persoB " in my situation." The sentimentaliziDg promenaders 
lounged baelcward and fbrward above me, and not hearing Tom*s 
drawl among them, I presumed he had returned to the ball-room. 
A lady and gentleman, walking in silence, stopped presently, and 
leaned upon the railing opposite the swing. Tbey stood a mo- 
ment, lookingjnto the dim shadow of the pine-grove, and then a 
Toioe, that I knew better than my own, remarked in « low and 
nlvery tone npon the beauty of the night. 

She was not answered, and after a moment's pause, as if 
resuming a oonTersation that had been interrupted, she turned 
very earnestly to her companion, and asked, " Are yon sure, 
quite mre, that you oould venture to many without a fortune f" 

" Qiute, dear Miss Lorimer !" 

I started from the swing, bat before the words of execration 
tiiat rushed choking from my heart could straggle to my lips, 
they had mbgled with the crowd and vanished. 
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I gtn>do down tlie garden-walk in a pbreoay of passion- 
Sbould 1 ca.ll him immediatelj to acoonnt I Sbonld I rush into 
the bull-room and accuse him of hia treachery to her foce ? 
Should 1 drown tnysclf in old Barbjdt'a tara, or join an Indian 
tribe, and make war upon the whites ? Or should I — eould I — 
be magnanimous — and write him a note immediately, offering to 
be his groomsman at the wedding ? 

I stepped into the punch-room, asked ''or pen, ink, and paper, 
and indited the following note : — 

"Dear Tom : If jour approaching nnptials are to be sufficient- 
ly public to admit of a groomsman, yoa will make me the happi- 
est of friends by selecting me for that office. 

" Youre ever tmly, 

•' Phil." 

Having despatched it to hia room, I fiew to the stable, ronsed 
ler Tevfel, who had gathered up his legs in the straw for the 
night, flogged bira furiously ont of the village, and giving him the 
rein as ha entered the forest, enjoyed the scenery in the humor 
of mad old Hieronymo in the Spaoish tragedy — " the moon 
dark, the stars extinct, the winds bloving, the ovls shrieking, the 
toads croaking, the minutes jarring, and the olock striking 
twelve !" 

Early the next day Tom's " tiger" dismounted at Barhydt's 
door, with an anawer to my note, as follows : — 

" Dear Phil : The devil must have informed you of a secret 
I supposed safe from all the world. Be assured I should have 
chosen no one but yourself to anpport me on the occasion ; and 
however yon have discovered my design upon jour treasure, a 
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tbotuand tbanls far your generonti coDsent. I expected do less 
from yoar noble nature. 

" Tours deyotedly, 

" Tom. 
" P. S. — 1 8ba]I eodeavor to be atBarbydfa, with materials for 
the fifth act of our comedy, to-morroir tDorDing." 

" ' Comedy !' call you tfaia, Mr. Fane .'" I felt my heart turn 
black as I threw down the letter. After a thousand plans of 
revenge formed and abandoned — borrowing old !Ba.rhjdt'B riflea, 
loadiog thera deliberately, and dtschargiag them again into the 
air — I flung tnjself exhausted on the bed, and reasoned myself 
back to my magoanimity. I loould be his groomsman ! 

It was a morning like the burst of a milleniura on the world. 
I fell as if I should never forgive the birds for their mocking 
enjoyment of it. The wild heron swung up froin the reeds, the 
lotuses shook out their dew into the lake as the breeze stirred 
them, and the sensekss old Dutchman sat fifhing in his canoe, 
eiogiog one of his no intelligible psalms to a quick measure that 
half maddened me. I threw myself upon the yielding floor of 
pine-tasaels an the edge of the lake, and wiih the wretched school 
philosophy, " Si gravU est, hrevis est," end.avored to put down 
the tempest cf my feelings. 

A carriage rattled over the little bridge, moanted the ascent 
rapidly, and brought up at Baihydt's door. 

" Phil !" shouted Tom, " Phil !" 

I gulped down a choking sensation in my throat, and rnshedap 
the bank to him. A straoger waa dismonnting from his horse. 

" Quick !" said Tom, shaking my hand hurriedly — " there is 
no time to lose. Out with your inkhom, Mr. Poppletree, and 
have your papers signed while I tie np my ponies." 
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" What U this 8ir ■" s&id 1, starting back as the stranger 
deliberately presented me with a paper, in which my own name 
wua written in conspicuous letters. 

The magistrate gazed at me with a look of astonishment. 
" A contract of marriage, 1 think, between Mr, Philip Slingaby 
and Miss Katherine Lorimer, spinster. Are you the gentleman 
named in that iustrument, sir I" 

At this moment my sister, leading the blushing girl by the 
hand, came and threw her arms about my neck, and drawing her 
within my reach, ran off and left us together. 

There are some pure momenta in this life that deaoription 
would only profane. 

We were married by the village magistrate in that magnificent 
sanctuary of the forest, old Barhydt and his lotuses the only 
indifferent witneseea of vows as passionate as ever trembled upon 
human lipa. 

I bad scarce pressed her to my heart and dashed the tears from 
my eyes, when Fane, who had looked more at my sister than at 
tbe bride during the ceremony, left her suddenly, and thrusting a 
Toll of parchment into my pocket, ran off to bring up bis pooies. 
I was 00 the way to Saratoga, a married mau, and my bride on 
the seat beude me, before I had reoovered from my astonishment 

" Pray," aaid Tom, "if it be not au impertinent question, and 
you can find brealb in your contacies, how did you find out that 
your sister had done me the honor to aooept the offer of my 

The resoanding woods mng with his unmerciful laughter at the 
ozplanatiun. 

" And pray," said I, in my turn, " if it is not an impertinent 
question, and you can find a spare breath in yevr costaoieB, by 
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what magic did yoa perauade old Frnmp to trust bis ward ani] 
her title-deeds io your treaclieroua keeping ?" 

" It is a long story, my dear Phil, and I will give you the par~ 
ticulars when you pay me the ' Virgioia bloods ' you wot of. 
Suffice it for the present, that Mr. Framp believes Mr. Tom 
Fane (alias Jacob Fhipps, Esq., sleeping partner of a banking- 
housti \t Liverpool) to he the accepted eoitor of his fair ward. 
In his extreme delight at seeiDg her in so fair a way to marry 
into a bank, he generously made her a present of her own fortune, 
signed over his right t« control it by a document in yonr posses- 
uon, and will undergo as agreeable a surprise in about five min- 
utes as the greatest lover of excitement could desire." 

The ponies dashed on. The sandy ascent by the FavilioD 
Spring was surmounted, and in another minute we were at the 
door of Congref* Hall, The last stragglers from the breakfast 
tablo were louDgiDj; down the colonnade, and old Frnmp sat read- 
ing the newspaper under the portico. 

*' Aba ! Mr. Pbipps," said he, as Tom drove up — " back so 
soon, eh ? Why, I thought you and Kitty would be billing it till 
dinner-time !" 

" Sir !" said Tom, very gravely, " jou have the honor of ad- 
dressing Captain Thomas Fane, of his majesty's — th Fusileers ; 
and whenever you have a moment's leisure, I shall he happy to 
Bubmit to your perusal a certificate of ihc marriage of Miss 
Katherine Lorimer to the gentleman I have ihe pleasure to pre- 
sent to you. Mr. Frump, Mr. Slingshy !" 

At the mention of my name, the blood in Mr, Framp's ruddy 
complexion turned soddcDly to the color of the Tiber. Poetry 
aloue can express the feeling pictured in his countenanoe ^— 
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" If every atom of ■ dead man'i fleah 
Should creep, eecb cms with a particular lifs, 
Tet all as eold a> ever — 'twai juit so i 
Or bad it drizeled needle-point! of froat, 
CpOD a feverish head made luddenlj bald." 

George WaGhiogtoa Jefferson Frump, Esq., left Congress Hall 
the Bame eveniBg, and has unce nngracioualy refused an invitatioD 
to Captain Fane's wedding — possibly from his having neglected to 
iDvite him on a eimUar occasion at Saratoga. This last, how- 
«Ter, I am free to say, is a gratuitous Bnpposition of mj own. 
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Thi moon shoDO like glorified and floating deir on th« bosom 
<tf tfae tranquil Pei-ho, and tho heart of tbe young poet Le pib 
WW Kke a eap numing OTer with wine. It was nu ab-ttement of 
Ub eznlting faloeBS that he was aa yet tbe sole poseessor of the 
HOret of bis own geoiue. ConsoioaB of exquisite ensoeptibtlity to 
Baanty, fragranoe and mosic (the three graces of the Chineae), 
lie waa mora intent upon enjoying hia gifts than upon tbe awak- 
ening of envy for their possession — the Intter being the second 
leaf in the book of genina, and only turned over by tbe finger of 
•atdaty. Thoughtless of the acquisition of fame as the youthful 
poet may be, bowerer, he is always ready to anticipate its fraits, 
and Le-pih committed but tbe poet's error, when, having the gem in 
bis bosom which eould bny the favor of the world, be took the 
fovor for granted without producing the gem. 

Kwonfootee had retnrned a conqueror, from tbe mm with the 
Hwong-kin, and this night, on which tbe moon ihone ho glorionely, 
was tbe honr of bis triumph, for the Emperor Tang had oonde- 
■eended to honor with his preseuoe, a gala given by the viatori- 
Ow general at his gardens on tbe Pei-ho. Softened by his exult- 
ing fialir^ (fm tbon^ a bnva soldira, he was as ban^ty as 
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LnykoDg the thunder-god, or Hwnyloo the monarch of fire), tha 
irarlike mandaria threw open hU gardens od this joyful night, not 
oqIj to those who wore in iheir caps the gold ball sigDiBcant of 
patrioiau birtb, but to all whose dress and mien warranted their 
appearance in the preaonce of the emperor. 

Like the realms of the blest shoue the gardens of Kwonfootsc. 
Occupying the whole Talley of the Pei-ho, at a spot where it 
curved like the twisted cavity of a shell, the sky seemed to shut 
in (he grounds like the cover of a vase, and the stars seemed but 
the garden-lights overhead. From one edge of the vase to the 
other — from hill-top to bill-top — extended a broad avenue, a pa- 
goda at either extremity glittering with gold and scarlet, the sides 
flaming with colored lamps and flaunting with gay streamers of 
barbarian stufid, and the moonlit river catting it in the centre, the 
whole vista, at the first glance, resembling a girdle of precious 
stoues with a fastening of opal. Off from this central division 
radiated in all directions alleys of oampbor and cinnamon trees, 
lighted with amorous dimDess, and leading away to bowers upon 
the faill-side, and from every quarter resounded music, and in 
every nook was seen feasting and merrimont. 

In disguise, the emperor and imperial family mingled in the 
crowd, and no one save the host and his daughters knew what 
part of the gardens was honored with their presence. There was, 
however, a retreat in the grounds, sacred to the privileged few, 
and here, when tatigued or desirous of refreshment, the royal 
personages laid aude disguise and were surrounded witlt (he defe- 
rential honors of (bo court. It was so contrived that the access 
was unobserved by the people, and there was, therefore, ao feel- 
ing of exclnuon to qualify the hilarity of the entertainment, 
Kw(»ifi)otae, with sU his pride, looking oarefally to hia pc^uUritjr. 
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At the foot of caoU deaoont, upon the matted banka of the river, 
floateii gilded boats with lamps burning in their provs, and gayly- 
dreased boatmen offering conveyaDoe across to all who reqnired 
it ; but there vere also, nnobserved bj the crowd, boats aolighted 
and nndeoorated, holding off from the shore, vhicb, at a sign given 
bj the initiated, silentlf approached a marble stair without the 
line of the blacing arenue, and talcing their freight on board, 
swiftly polled Dp the moonlit river, to a landing oonoealed by the 
ghonlder of the hill. No path led from the gardens hither, uid 
from no point of view oonld be overlooked the more brilliant 
■oeue of imperial revel. 

It was verging toward midnight when the nnknown poet, with 
brain floatiog ia a oeleatial giddiness of delight, stood on the 
brink of the gleaming river. The boats piled to and fro with 
their freights of fair damsels and gayly-dreaaed youths, the many- 
oolored lamps throwing a rainbow profusion of tints oq the water, 
and many a voice addressed him with merry invitation, for Le* 
pih'a beanty, so famous now in history, was of no forbidding state- 
liness, and hia motions, like his conntenanoe, were as frankly joy- 
ous as the garobola of a young leopard. Not inalinei to boister- 
ous gayety at the moment, Le-pih stepped between the lamp- 
bearing trees of the avenue, and folding his arms in his silken 
vest, stood gsEing in revery on the dancing paters. After a few 
moments, one of tiia dark boats on which he had nnconsoioualy 
fixed hia gate drew silently toward him, and aa the onahioned 
Btern was brought round to the bank, the boatman made a rever- 
ence to his .knees and sat waiting the poet'a pleasure. 

Like all men bom to good fortune, Le-pih was prompt to fol- 
low the first beckonings of adventure, and asking no questions, hs 
quietly embarked, end with a quick dip of the oars the boat shot 
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from tbe shore and took the descending carrent. Almoat in tha 
next instant she neared again to the curving and willoir-friDged 
margin of tbe stream, and lights glimmered through the branches, 
sod sweet, low musio became andible, ftnd by rapid degrees, a 
scene burst on hia eye, which the first glimpse Into the gate of 
paradise (a subsequent agreeable surprise, let us presume) oould 
scarcely have exceeded. 

Without an exchange of n syllable between the boatman and 
his freight, the stern was set against a carpeted stair at the edge 
of the rirer, and Le-pih disembarked with a bound, and stood 
upon a spacious area lying in a lap of the hill, the entire suriaoe 
carpeted smoothly with Persian stuffs, and dotted here and there 
with sti'iped tents pitched with poles of silver. Qkriaoda of 
Bowers bung in festoons against the brilliant-colored ololbs, and 
in the centre of each tent stood a low tablet Burrounded with 
couches and laden with meats and wine. The guests, for whom 
this portion of the entertainment was provided, were apparently 
assembled at a spot farther on, from whioh proceeded the deli- 
cious music heard by tbe poet in approaching ; and, first enter- 
ing one of the abandoned tents for a goblet of wine, Le-pih 
followed to the scene of attraction. 

Under a canopy of gold cloth held by six bearers, stood tbe 
imperial chair npon a raised platform — not occupied, however, the 
august Tan^T reclining more at bis ease, a little out of the circle, 
npoi) cushiou.s canopii;d by tbe moonlight. Around upon the 
Kteps of thb platform and near by, were grouped the noble ladies 
of tbe court and the royal princesses (Tang living much in tbe 
female apartments and his daughters nnmbering several score), 
and all, at the moment of Lepih's joining tbe assemblage, tnrning 
to observe a damsel with a late, to whose perfbrma&oe tbe low 
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Bweet inasio of the band bad been a prclnde. Tba first toach of 
the striogB betrayed a trembling band, and the poet's sympathies 
were stirred, though from her bent posture and her distant posi- 
tion he had not yet seen the features of the player. As the tremn- 
lous notes grew firmer, and the lute began to give out a fiowing 
harmony, Le-pth approached, and at the same time, the listening 
groups of ladies began to whisper and mOTO away, and of those 
who remaiuetl, none seemed to listen with pleasure except Kwon* 
footse and the emperor. The latter, indeed, rivalled the intrud- 
ing bard in bis interest, rolling over npon the ooshiona and rest- 
ing on the other imperial elbow in close attention. 

Gaining confidence evidently from the neglect of her auditory, 
or, as is natural to women less afraid of the judgment of the other 
sex, who were her only listeners, the fair Taya (the youngest 
daughter of Kwonfootse), now juined her Toice to her iuatrunient, 
and sang with a sweetness that dropped like a plummet to the 
soul of Le-pih. Ho fell to his knee upon a heap of cushions and 
leaned eagerly forward. As she became afterward one of his 
most passionate themes, we are enabled to reconjure the features 
that were presented to bis admiring wonder. The envy of the 
princesses was sufficient proof that Taya was of rare beauty ; she 
had that wonderful perfection of feature to which envy pays its 
bitterest tribute, which is apologized for if not found in the poet'a 
idoal, whioh we thirst after in pictures and marble, of which love- 
liness and expresatou are hut lesser decrees — fainter shadowings. 
She was adorably beautiful. The outer corners of her lon^ 
almond-shaped eyes, the dipping crescent of her forehead, the 
pencil of her eyebrow and the indented corners of her mouth — all 
these turned downward ; and this peculiarity whioh, in faces of a 
Ubb elevated character, indicates a temper morose and repulsive, 
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ia Taya's expressed the verj soul of geotle aad lofty melftDoboly. 
There was sometLing infaotiae aboat her mouth, the teeth were 
BO small and regular, and their dawling whiteness, Bhioiiig be- 
tween lips of the biilliaat color of a cherry freshly torn apart, was 
ID startling contrast with the dark lustre of her eyes. Le-pih's 
pnetry makes coDslaiit allusion to those small and snowy teeth, 
sud the turnod-dowiL uuriiars of tlie Hps aad eyes of liis incom- 
parable miiitress. 

Taya's song was a fragment of thai c^'k'bratcd Chinese romance 
from which Moore has borrowed so largely in his loves of the 
angels, and it chanced to be particularly appropriate to her de- 
serted position (she was alone now with faer three listeners), dwelling 
as it did upon the loneliness of a disguised Peri, wandering in 
exile npon earth. The lute fell from her hands when she ceased, 
and while the emperor applaaded, and Kwonfootse looked on her 
with paternal pride, Le-pih modestly advanced to the falleii 
instrument, and with a low obeisance to the emperor and a hesi- 
tating apology to Taya, struck a prelude in the same sir, and 
broke forth into an impulsive expression of bis feelings in verse. 
It would be quite impossible to give a translation of this famous 
effusion with its oriental load of imagery, but in modifying it to 
the spirit of oar language (giving little more than its thread of 
thought, the reader may see glimpses of the material from 
which the great Iiish lyrist spun his woof of sweet fable. Fixing 
his keen eyes upon the bright lips just closed, Le-pih sang: — 

When first from heaven'e immortal throngs 
The eattfa-doonieil angela downward came. 

And mourning their enrnpttired snngs, 
Walked sadly in our mnrlal frame; 

To thoGV, whoEe tym of lodier string 
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Had taught tbc infriad lips of heaven. 
The Eong that they forever sing, 

A wondrous lyre, 'lis said, was given. 
'And go,' the seraph warder said, 

Ac from the diamond gales they flew, 
'And wake the songs 70 here have lej 

In earthly numbers, pure and new! 
And yuan Ehall be the hallowed power 

To win the lo^t to heaven rgain. 
And when earth's clouds shall darkest low«i 

Your lyre ;hill breathe its holiest strain I 
Yet, chasteneil by this inward fire, 

Toar lot ahall be to walk alone. 
Save when, perchance, with echoing lyre, 

You touch a spirit lilu your own ; 
And whatsoe'er the gui«e you wear. 

To him, 'tis given to know you there.' " 

The soDg over, Le-pih sat witb hia hands folded aaross tli« 
instmnuDt and hb e;es cast dowa, and Taja gazed on him with 
wonderiog looks, yet slowly, and as if tmconscioiiBly, she took 
from her breast a rose , and witb a half-stolen glance at her father, 
threw it npon the late. But frowningly Ewonfootse rose from 
his Beat and approached the poet. 

" Who are yoa ? " he demanded angrily, as the bard placed 
the rose rcTerentty in his bosom. 

" Le-pih ! " 

With another obeisance to the emperor, and a deeper one to 
the fair Taya, he tnrned, after this concise answer, upon his heel, 
lifting his cap to his head, which, to the rage of Kwonfootse, bora 
not even the gold ball of aristocracy, 

" Bind him for the bastinado ! " cried the bfariated mandarin 
to the bearers of the canopy. 
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The eiz eoldiers dropped tbeir polea to the gronDii, bat the em- 
peror's voice arrested them. 

" He ehall have no violeDoe bat frotn yoa, fair Taya," aaid the 
softened monarch ; " oall to him by the name he hu just pro- 
notinced, for I would hear that late again ! " 

" Le-pih ! Le-pih ! " cried instantly the musical voice of the 

The poet turned and listened, incredulous of his own ears. 

" Le-pih ! Le-pih ! " she repeated, in a isott lone. 

Half- hesitating, half-bounding, as if still scarce believing he 
had heard aright, Le-pih flew to her feet, and dropped to one 
knee upon the cushion before her, his breast heaving and bU ey^a 
flashing with eager wonder. Taya's courage was at an end, and 
she sat with her eyes upon the ground. 

" Give him the Inte, Kwonfootse ! " said the emperor, swing- 
ing himself on the raised chair with an abandonment of the impe- 
rial avoirdnpois, which set ringing violently the huodred bells sns- 
pended in the golden fringes. 

" Let not the crow venture again into the nest of thd eagle," 
muttered the mandarin between his teeth as he handed the inatriip 
m en t to the poet. 

The sound of the bells brought in the women and courtiers 
from every quarter of the privileged area, and preluding upon 
the strings to gather his scattered senses, while they were seat- 
ing themselves around him, Le-pih at last fixed his gaze upon tbo 
lips of Taya, and commenced his song to an irregular harmony 
well adapted to extempore verse. We have tried in vuu to put 
this celebrated song of compliment into English staosas. It com- 
menced with a description of Tnja's beauty, and an cDuraeration 
of things she resembled, dwelling roost upon tlie blue lily, 
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vhich seems to bare been Le-pih's favorite flower. The barthea 
of tbe conuIusioD, however, b the new value everything assumed 
in her presence. " Of the light in this garden," he says, " there 
b one beam worth all tbe glory of tbe moon, for it Bleeps ou tbe 
eye of Taya. Of the air about me there is one breath which my 
soul drioka like wine — it is from the lips of Taya, Taya looks on a 
flower, and that flower seems to me, with its pure eye, to gaze 
after her for ever. Taya's jacket of blue silk is my passion. If 
angels viait me in my dreams, let them be dressed like Taya. I 
love tbe broken spangle in her slipper better than the first star of 
evening. Bring me, till I die, inner leaves from the water-liiy, 
since white and fragrant like them are the teeth of Taya. Call 
me, should I sleep, when rises the crescent moon, for tbe blue 
sky in its bend curves like the drooped eye of Taya," Slc, &c. 

" By tbe immortal Fo ! " cried tbe emperor, raising himself 
bolt apright in his chiur, as the poet ceased, " you shall be the 
bard of Tang ! Those are my sentjments better expressed ! The 
lute, in your bands, is my heart turned inside out ! Lend me 
your gold chain, Kwonfootse, and, Taya ! come hithor and put it 
on his neck ! " 

Taya glided to tbe emperor, bat Le-pih rose to bis feet, with a 
dight flush on his forehead, and stood erect and motionless. 

" Let it please your imperial majesty," he said, after a mo- 
ment's pause, " to bestow upon me some gift less binding than a 

" Carbuncle of Budba ! What would tbe youth have ! " ex- 
claimed Tang in astonishment. " Is not tbe gold chain of a 
mandarin good enough for his acoeptance ? " 

" My poor song," replied Le-pib, modestly casting down his, 
eyes, " is sufficienlly repaid by your mtjesty's praises. Ilia 
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chain of tbc maodarin vould gall tbe Deck of the poet. Yet— 
if I might have a reward more valoable— " 

" Id Fo'b name what is it ■" said the emburused emperor, 

Kwonfootae Uid hia hand on hia oimeter, and his danghtar 
blushed and trembled. 

" The broken spangle on the alipper of Taya !" said Le-irih, 
taraiog half iodifiereotly away. 

Loud laughed the ladies of the coort, and Kwonfootee walked 
from the bard with a look of ooateaipt, bat the emperor read 
more truly the proud and delicate ppiiit that diotated the repl^; 
and in that moment probably commenced the friendship witii 
which, to the end of bis peaoefdl reign, Tang distinguished thv 
most gifted poet of his time. 

The lovely daughter of the mandarin was not behind tbs 
emperor in her interpretation of tbe character of Le-pih, and as 
she stepped fmrward to put the detached spangle into his hand, 
she bent on him a look full of earnest curioaity and admiration. 

" What others gire me," he murmured in a low voice, preaung 
tbe worthless trifle to hia lips, " makes rae their slave ; but what 
Taya gives me is a link that draws her to my bosom." 

Kwonfootsu probably thought that Le-pih's audience bad lasted 
long enough, for at this moment tbe sky seemed barating into 
flame with a liuddcn tnmuU of fire- works, and in tbe confouon that 
immediately socceeded, tbe poet made his way unquestioned to 
the bank of the rirer, and was reconveyed to the spot of hia ficot 
embarkation, in the same silent tnannei with which be had ap- 
proached the privileged area. 

During the following month, Le-pih seemed much in reqneat at 
tbe imperial palace, but, to tbe surprise of his friends, tbe keep* 
ing of " wonbipfiil aooiety" was not flawed bj mhj fliWgt ii^ 
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fais merry manners, nor apparently by any improvement in liif 
worldly condition. His mother still sold malfi in the pnbHo mar- 
ket, and Le-p:b still rode, every few days, to the marsh, for bis 
paonieri of mehee, and to all comers, among hia old aoquuntan- 
oes, his lute and song were as ready and gratuitous as ever. 

All this time, however, the fair Tsya was consuming with a 
p.assionate melancholy which jnade startling ravages in her 

- health, and the proud mandarin, whose affection for bis children 
was equal to his pride, in vain shut his eyes to the canae, and ate 
up Lis heart with mortification. When the full moon came 
round again, reminding him of the scenes the last moon had shone 
upon, Kwonfootse seemed suddenly lightened of his care, and his 
superb gardens on the Pei-ho were suddenly alive with prepara- 
tions for another festival. Kept in close confinement, poor Taya 
fed on her sorrow, indifferent to the rumors of marriage which 
oonld ooQcem only her sisters ; and the other demoiselles Kwon- 
footse tried in vain, with fluttering hearts, to pry into their 

. fother's BecraL A marriage it certainly was to he, for the 
laaterns were punted of the color of peach-blossoms — but whose 
iDMTiage ? 

It was an intoxicating summer's morning, and the sun was 
busy calling the dew back to heaven, and the birds wild witb 
entreating it to' stay (so Lo-pih describes it), when down the nar- 
row street in which the poet's mother plied her vocation, there 
oame a gay procession of mounted servants with a led horse 
richly caparisoned, in the centre. The one who rode before held 
on his pommel a velvet cushion, and upon it lay the cap of a 

. noble, with its gold ball shining in the son. Out fiew the neigb- 
Jliovn uihe clattering boofa came on, and roused by the cries and 
ike baiking'of ioga, forth came the mother of Le-pih, followed by 
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tbfi poet nimself, but leading his borse by Ibe bridle, for be had 
just thrown on his panniers, and was bonnd oat of the city to cut 
bis buudle of rushes. The poet gazed on the pageant with the 
amnsed curiosity of others, wondering what it could mean, abroad 
at so early an hour ; hut, holding back bis sorry beast to let the 
prancing horsemen have all the room they required, be was 
startled by a reverential salute from the bearer of the velvet 
cushion, who, drawing up bis followers in front of the poet's 
bouse, dismounted and requp.sted to spfsk with him in private. 

Tying his horse to the door-post, Le-pih led the way into tho 
small room, where sat hia mother braiding her mats to a cheerful 
Bong of her son's making, and here the messenger informed the 
bard, with much eircnmstance aod ceremony, that in conseqaeDce 
of the pressing suit of Kwonfootae, the emperor had been pleased 
to grant to the gifted Le-pib, the rank expressed by the cap 
borne upon the velvet cushion, and that as a noble of the celes- 
tial empire, be was now a match for the incomparable Taya. 
FurtheroiDrQ the condescending Kwonfootse bad secretly arrang- 
ed the ceremonial for the bridal, and Le-pih was commanded to 
mount the led horse and come up with his cap and gold ball to be 
made forthwith supremely faappy. 

An iadefinable expreEsion stole over the features of the poet as 
he took up the cap, and placing it on his bead, stood gayly before 
his mother. The old dame looked at him a moment, and the 
tears started to her eyes. Instantly Le-pih plucked it off and 
oast it on the waste heap at her side, throwing himself upon his 
knees before her in the same breath, and begging her forgiveness 
for bis nlly jost. 

" Take hack your bauble to Kwonfootse !" he said, rising 
proudly to his feet, " and tell him that the emp«ror, to wham I 
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know how to excuse myself, can easily make a poet into a noble, 
bnt be cannot make a noble into a poet. The male bird does doI 
borrow its brighter plumage from its mate, and she who marries 
Le-pih will braid rushes for his mother !" 

Astonished, indeed, were the neighhore, wbo bad learned tbo 
errand of the messenger from his attendants without, to see tbe 
crest-fallen man come forth again with bis cap and cushion. 
Astonished much more were they, ere the gay cavalcade were 
well out of sight, to see Le-pih appear with bis merry oouDt«D- 
ance and plebeian cap, and, mounting his old horse, trot briskly 
away, sickle in hand, to the marshes. Tbe day passed iu won- 
dering and gossip, interrupted by tbe entrance of one person to 
the house while the old dame was gone with her mats to the 
market, but she returned duly before sunset, and went in as 
usual to prepare supper for her son. 

The last beams of day were on the tops of the pagodas when 
Le-pih returned, walking beside his heavy-laden beast, and sing- 
ing a merry song. He threw off his mshes at tbe door and 
entered, hut his song was abruptly checked, for a female sat 
on a low seat by his mother, stooping over a half-braided mat, 
and the next moment, the blushing Taya lifted up her hrimming 
eyes and gazed at hioi with sileut but pleading love. 

^ow, at last, the proud merriment and self respectiog confi- 
licuee of Le-pih were oyercome. His eyes grew flushed and his 
lips trembled without utterance. With both his hands placed on 
bis beatiog heart, he stood gazing on the lovely Taya. 

" Ah !" cried the old dame, who sat with folded hands and smil- 
ing face, looking on at a scene which she did not quite under- 
stand, though it gave her pleasure. " Ah ! this is a wife for my 
hoy, sent from heaven ! No haughty mandarin^ daughter she I 
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no proud minx to &11 in love with the eon and despise the 
mother! Let them keep their siLart caps and gift-horses for 
those who caa he hougfat at such prices ! Mj son is a noble bjr 
tie gift of his Maker — better than an emperor's gold ball ! Come 
to yonr supper, Le-pih ! Come, in3r sweet daughter !" 

Taja placed her finger on her lip, and Le pih agreed that the 
moment had not yet come to enlighten his inollieT as to the 
qnalitj of her gnest. She was not long in ignorance, however, 
for before they could seat themselves at table, there was a loud 
kuockiog at the door, and before the old dame could bless her- 
self, an officer entered and arrested tbe daughter of Kwanfootse 
by name, and Le-pih and hia mother at the same time, and there 
was no dismissing tlie messenger now. Off they marched, amid 
the silent coii stern at ion and pity of the neighbors— not toward 
the palaoe of justice, however, but to the palace of the emperor, 
where his majesty, to save all chances of mistake, chose to see 
the poet wedded, and sit, himself, at the bridal feast. Tang had 
K romantic heart, fat and voluptuous as he was, and the end of 
bis favor to Le-pih and Taya was the end of his life. 



^dbyGoogle 



THE COUNTESS NTSCHRIEM. 



That fivored porlion of the ligbt of one eummer'a monung 
tiiat was destined to be the transparent bath of the master-pieces 
on the wa.lts of the Pitti, was pouring in a langnishiDg flood 
throngh the massiTe windows of the palace. The ghosts of the 
painters (nho, mioistertng to the eye only, walk the world front 
oook-crowiog to sunset) were haonling invisibly the Eumptoous 
rooms made famous by tbeir pictnres ; and the pictures them- 
selves, conscioDs of the presence of the ibantaia of soul from 
which goshed *the soul that is iu them, glowed with intoxicated 
mellowaess and splendor, and amazed the linng students of tlia 
gallery with effects of light and color till that moment undisoo?' 
ered. 

[And DOW, dear reader, having paid you the compliment of 
commencing my Etoiy iu your rein (poetical), let me come down 
to a little every-day briuk-andmortar, and buildup a fair and 
square common-scuse foundation]. 

Graeme ^IcDooald was a young bighlander from Kob Itoy's 
country, coiue to Florence to study the old masters. He was an 
athletio. wholesome, handsome fellow, who bad probably mado a 



,,GoogIc 



THE COUNTESS NVSCHBIEM 1)^1 

narrow eecapu of being simply a fine auimal ; and, aa it vas, yon 
never would have picked bim from a crowd as anything bat a 
huBsar out of UDiform, or a brigand perverted to honest lifp. 
His peculiarity was (and thia I forsoe is to be an ugly sentence), 
that he had peculiarities which did not seem peculiar. He was 
full of genius for his art, but the canvass which served bim as a 
vent, gave bim no more anxiety than his poctet-hsndkerchiet 
He painted in the palace, or wiped his forehead on a warm day 
wi^ equally email care, to all appearance, and he had brought 
his mother and two sisters to Italy, and supported them by a 
most heroic economy and industry — all the while looking as if the 
" titver moon" and all the small change of the stars would scares 
serve bim for a day'b pocket-money. Indeed, the more I knen 
of McDonald, the more I became convinced that there was an- 
other man built over him. The painter was inside. And if be 
had free thoroughfare and use of the outer man's windows and 
ivory door, be was at any rate barred from hanging out the small- 
est sign or indioatiou of being at any time " within." Think aa 
hard as he would — devise, combine, ^tudy, or glow with enthusi- 
asm — the proprietor of the front door exhibited the same care- 
less and smiling bravery of mien, behaving invariably as if he 
had the whole tenement to himself, and was neither proud of, 
nor interested in the doings of his more spiritual inmate — lead- 
ing you to suppose, almost, that the latter, thongh billeted upon 
him, had not been properly introduced. The thatch of this com- 
mon tenement was of jetty black bui, curling in most opulent 
prodigality, and, altogether, it was a house that Hadad, ^e faUen 
spirit, might have chosen, when becoming incarnate to tempt the 
sister of Absalom. 

Perhaps yon have been in Florence, dear reader, and kaow hy 
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vliat royd libernlity artists are pertDitted to bring their easols 
iolo the Bplmidid apsrtmeats of the palace, and cop; from the 
priceless pictures on the walls. At the time I have mj eje upon 
(Mme few years ago), McDonald was making a beginiiing of tt 
Oop; of Titian's Bella, nod Dear him etoud the eaael of a female 
srtiiit who wag copjing from the glorions picture of " Judith and 
Ho^ofenieg," in the same apartment. Mademoiselle Folic (so she 
ma called bj the elderly lady who always accompanied her) was 
a small and very gracefully- formed creature, with the plainest 
face in which attraction could possibly reside. She was a pas- 
uonate student of her art, pouring upon it appareutly the entire 
falneas of her life, and as uQconsciously forgetful of ber personal 
impressions on those around her, as if she wore the invisible ring 
of Oyges. The deference with which she was treated by her 
staid companion drew some notice upon her, however, and her 
progress, in the copy she was making, occasionally gathered the 
artists about her easel ; and, altogether, ber position among the 
silent and patient company at work in the different balls of the 
palace, was one of affectionate and tacit respect. McDonald 
was her nearest neighbor, and tbey frequently looked over each 
other's pictures, but, aa they were both foreigners in Florence 
(she of Poliiih birth, as he understood), their conversation was in 
French or Italian, neither of which langnagea were fluently famil- 
iar to Graeme, and it was limited generally to espressions of 
courtesy or brief criticism of each other's labors. 

As I said before, it was a " proof-impression" of a celestial 
mmmer's morning, and the thermometer stood at heavenly idle- 
ness. McDonald sat with bis maal-stiek across his knees, driok* 
ing from Titian's picture. An artist, who bad lounged in from 
tha next room, bad hung himself by the erook of hia arm over a 
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liigh peg, in bis eomraJe's easel, sad every now and then he rol- 
unteered an observatioD to which he expected do particular an- 

" When I remember how little beauty 1 have eeen in the 
world," said logarde (this artist), " I am inclined to believe with 
Saturninns. that there is no resarrectioD of bodies, and that only 
the spirits of the good return into the body of the Godhead — for 
what is ugliness to do in heaven f" 

McDonald only said, " hm — hm !" 

" Or rather," said Ingarde again, " I should like to fashion a 
flreed for myself, and believe that nothing was immortal but what 
was heavenly, and that the good among men and the beautiful 
among women would be the only reproductions hereafter. How 
will this little pkia woman look iu the streete of the New Jeru- 
salem, for example ? Vet sbe expects, as we all do, to be recog- 
oizable by ber friends in Heaven, and, of course, to have the 
same irredeemably plain face ! (Does she understand English, 
by the way — for she mij^ht not be altogether pleased with my 
theory !") 

" 1 have spoken to ber very often," said McDonald, " and I 
think English is Hebrew to her — but my theory of beauty cross- 
es at least one corner of your argument, my friend ! I believe 
that the original type of every human face is beautjful, and that 
every human being could be made beautiful, without, in any 
essential particular, destroying the visible identity. The likeness 
preserved in the faces of a family through several generations is 
modified by the bad mental qualities, and the bad health of those 
who band it down. Remove these modifioations, and without 
destroying the family likeness, you would take away all that mars 
the beauty of its particular type. An individual eoODteiiaiim ia 
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•■ integral work of God'a miking, &nd Qoil saw thftt it wu 
good ' when he m&de it. Ugliwa, as you phrue it, is the dam- 
Bge that type of oonateuaDCe has received from the sin nod sof- 
fering of life. Bat the type can be restored, and will be, doubt- 
less, io HeareQ !" 

" And yoa think that littile woman'd &ae oonld be made beaa- 
tiful.'" 

"I know it." 

" Try it, then! Here is your copy of Titian's ' Bella,' all fin- 
ished but the &oe. Make an apolheoas portrait of your neigh- 
bor, and vhtle it barmoniiea with the body of Titian's beauty, 
still leave it recognisable aa her portrait, and 111 gire in to your 
theory — believing in all other miraolea, if yon like, at the samo 
time!" 

Ingarde laughed, as he weat back to bis awn picture, and Mc- 
Donald, after sitting a few minutes lost in revery, turned hia 
easel so as to get a painter's view of his female neighbor. Ua 
thought she colored slightly as he fixed his eyes upon her ; but, 
if so, she apparentJy became very soon nnoonsoiona of bis gaze, 
and he waa soon absorbed himself in the task to which his friend 
had BO mockingly oballenged him. 

n. 

[Eiouse me, dear reader, while with two epbtles I build a 
bridge over which you can crosa a ehasm of a mouth in my story.] 

*' To Obakme McDonald. 

" Sir : 1 am intrusted with a delicate commission, which 1 
know not bow to broach to yon, except by simple proposal. 
Will you forgive my abrupt brevity, if I inform you, without fur- 
tiier preface, that the Countess Nysohriem, a Polish lady of high 
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birth and amnlc fortune, doas too the honor to propose fbr yom 
band. If yon are disenga^d, and jour affeotiona are not irre- 
Tocahljr given to another, I can ooaceive no sufficient obataole to 
your acceptance of tiiia brilliant oonnexion. The conntesa ii 
twentj-two, and not beautifol, it mast in fairnesa ba said ; bat 
aha has high qualities of head and heart, and is worthy of any 
man's respect and affection. She has seen you, of oonrse, and 
conceived a passion for you, of which this is the reanlt. 1 am 
directed to add, that should you consent, the following conditiona 
are imposed — that you marry her within four days, making no 
inquiry except as to her age, rank, and property, and that, with- 
out previous interview, she come veiled to the altar. 

" An answer is reqaested in the conrse of to-morrow, address- 
ed to ' The Coiuit Hanswald, minister of his majesty the king of 
Prussia.' 

*' I have the honor, &a., &o. " Hakswald." 

McDonald's answer was as follows : — 
" To BIB ExcBLLENcr, Hahswald, &c., &a. 

" You will pardon me that I have taken two days to conaider 
the extraordinary proposition made me in yonr letter. The sub- 
ject, since it is to be entertained a momeBt, requires, perhaps, 
still further reflection — bat my reply shall be definite, and as 
prompt as I can bring myself to be, in a matter so important. 

" My first impulse was to retnm your letter, declining the honor 
you would do me, and thanking the lady for the compliment of 
her choice. My first reflection was the relief and happiness wbicb 
an independence would bring to a mother and two sisters depen- 
dent, now, on the precarious profits of my pencil. And I first 
sonsented to ponder the matter with this view, and I nowooDsent 
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to tDftrrj (fraoUj) for this adrantage. Sut still 1 have % condi- 
tion to prupose. 

" Id the studies I have had the opportuoitj to make of the 
happioegs of iuiaginative mea in matrimoDj, I have observed that 
their two worlds of fact and fanaj were seldom under the control 
of one mistress. It must be a verjr extraordinary woman of 
course, who, with the eweet domestic qualities needful for com- 
mon life, possesses at the same time the elevation and spiritnalitj 
requisite for the ideal of the poet and painter. And I am not 
certain, in any case, whether the romance of some secret passion, 
fed and pursued in the ima^oatioa only, be not the inseparable 
necessity of a poetical nature. For the imagination is incapable 
of being chained, and it is at once disencbanted and set roaming 
by the very possession and oertunty, whioh are the charms of 
matrimony. Whether exclusive devotion of all the faculties of 
mind and body be the fidelity exacted in marriage, is a qaestion 
every woman should consider before making a husband of an im- 
a^native man. As I have not seen the coantess, I can general- 
ize on the Bobjeot withoat giving offence, and she is the best 
judge whether she can ohain my fancy as well as my affeotions, or 
yield to an imagioative mistress the devotion of so predominant a 
quality of my nature. I can only promise her the constancy of 
a hosband. 

" Stitl — if thb were taken for only vague speculation — she 
might be deceived. I must declare, frankly, that I am at pres- 
ent, completely possessed with an imaginative passion. The 
objoQt of it is probably as poor as I, and I could never marry her 
were I to continue free. Probably, too, the high-bom countess 
vould be bat little jealous of her rival, for she has no pretensions 
to beauty, and is an humble artist. But, in paiuUng this lady's 
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pOTt.rait — {a chance expenmeot, to tr; whether so plain a &oe 
could be made lovelj) — I have penetrated to eo heantiful an 
iiwwr countenance {ao to speak) — I havo foand charms of impres- 
sion so subtly masked to the common eye— I havo traced such 
exquisite lineament of soni and feeling, Tisible, for the present, J 
believe, to my eye only — that, vhile I lire, I shall do irresiatibk 
homage to her as the embodiment of my &ncy's want, the very 
spirit and essence suitable to rule over my unseen world of im- 
agiaation. Many whom I will, and be tras to her as I shall, 
this lady will (perhaps unknown to herself) be mj mistress In 
dream-land and reverj. 

" This iueTitable license allowed — mj ideal world and its de- 
votions, that is to say, left entirely to myself — I am ready to 
accept the honor of the oountess's hand. If, at the altar, she 
should hear me murmur another name wilA her own — (for the 
bride of my fancy must be present when I wed, and I shall link 
the vows to both in one ceremony) — let her not fear for my con- 
stanoy to herself, but let her remember that it is not to offend 
her hereafter, if the name of the other come to my lip in dreams. 

" Your excellenoy may command my time and presonoe. 
With high consideratian, &o., 

" Grauie McDonald." 

Bather agitated than snrpriBed seemed Mademoiselle Folio, 
when, the next day, as she arranged her brashes upon the shelf 
of her easel, her handsome neighbor oommenoed, in the most 
fluent Italian he could command, to invite her to his wedding. 
Very mnoh surprised was McDonald when she interrupted him in 
Sngliah, and begged him to use his native tongue, as madame, 
her attendant, would not then understand him. He went on 
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del^htedly in bis am honest kugnage, and ezpltine<l to ber his 
imaginative admiration, though he felt compDnotiooa, someirbat, 
Qat eo nnreal a Bentiment ehoald bring the blood into her cheek. 
She thanked him — drew the clotb frAm tbe upper part of her 
Dim picture, and showed bim in admirable portrut of hia hand- 
some featnres, substituted for tbe maaouline bead of Jndith in the 
original from which she copied — and promised to be at hb wed- 
ding, and to listen sharply for her murmured name in his row at 
the atUr. Ho chanced to wear at the moment a ring of red oor- 
neltan, and he agreed with her that she should stand where ha 
oould Bee her, and, at the moment of bis putting the marriage 
ring upon the bride's fingers, tbat she should put on thb, and for- 
ever after wear it, as a token of baring reeetved his spiritual vows 
of devotion. 

Tbe day came, and tbe splendid equipage of tbe oonntess 
dashed into the square of Santa Maria, with a veiled bride and a 
oold bridegroom, and depouted tbem at the steps of tbe cbureh. 
And they were followed by other ooroneted equip^es, utd gayly 
dressed from eaoh — the mo&er and sisters of the bridegroom 
gayly dressed, among them, but looking pale with ineertitude and 

Tbe veiled bride was small, hut sbe moved gracefully up the 
aisle, and met her future hosband at tbe altar with a low courte- 
sy, and made a dgn to the priest to proceed with tbe oeremony. 
McDonald was colorless, but firm, and indeed showed little 
interest, except by an anzbos look now and then among the 
crowd of spectators at tbe sides of the altar. He pronounced 
with a steady voice, but whan the ring was to be put on, he look' 
ed around for an instant, and tben suddenly, and to tbe great 
scandal of the ehnrob, clasped bb bride with a passlooate ejaou- 
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lation to bis bosom. The corndian ring vat on her fiagtr — ud 
the CouDteu Nyaohriem and Hsdemoiselle Folie — hia brida and 
bis fancy queen — were 0D6. 

This cnrioTU event happened in Florence some eight yean 
since — »A all people then there Till remember — and it was pro* 
phesied of the countess that she wonid fasTe bnt t short lease of 
her handsoine and gay hoaband. But time does not sty so. A 
more oonstaDt hasband than McDonald to his plain and titled 
wife, and one more continuously in lore, does not travel and buy 
pictures, and patroaize artists — thoagh few except yonrself and 
I, dear reader^ know the philosophy of it ' 
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The Emperor Yneotaooiig, of the dynasty Choir, was thomost 
magDiGcent of the loDg-desceaded Emocessioa of Chiaese sova 
reigoa. On hia Sret aocesaion to the throne, hia oharaoter was bo 
little Dnderatood, that a ooaapiraoy was set on foot among tho 
jellow-oaps, or euouoha, to pnt out hia eyes, and plaoe upon the 
throDo the rebel Szema, in whose warlike hands, they as8erl«d, 
the empire woold more properly maintaia its ancient glory. The 
gravity and reserve which these myrmidons of the palaoe had ooa- 
stnied into etapidity and fear, soon assomed another ooniplezion, 
however. The eunaohs silently disappeared ; the maQdariua and 
prinoes whom they had sedncod from their allegiance, were made 
loyal subjects by a geaerona pardon ; and in a few days after the 
period Sxed upon for the consammation of the plot, YuentsooDg 
set forth in complete armor at the bead of his troops to give bat- 
tle to the rebel in the nonntains. 

In Chinese annals this first enterprise of the youthful Yuent- 
soong is recorded with great pomp and particularity. Szema was 
a Tartar prince of uncommon ability, young like the emperor, 
and, during the few last imbecile years of the old sovereign, he 
had gathered strength in his rebellion, till now he was at the head 
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of ninety thoasand men, &11 soldiers of repnte and tried Ttlor. 
The bistorian has anfortaoately dimmed the emperor's frnme to 
European eyes, by attributing his wonderful aobievements in this 
expedition to bU Buperiority in arts of magie. As this aoeoaut 
of bis exploita is only prefatory to oar tale, we will simply giro 
the reader an idea of the style of the historian, by traoslatinj; lit- 
erally a passage or two of his descriptioo of the battle : — 

" Szema now took refuge within a. cleft of the moaataia, and 
YuentsooDg, upon his swift steed, outstrippiog the body-guard in 
bis ardor, dashed amid the paralyzed troops with poised spear, hit 
eyes fixed only on the rebel. There was a silence of an instant, 
broken only by the rattling hoob of the intruder, and then, with 
disbevellcd hair and waving sword, Szema uttered a fearful im- 
preontion. In a moment the wind rushed, the air hiaekened, and 
with the suddenness of a fullen rock, a large oloud enveloped the 
rebel, aod ioaumerable men and horses issued out of it. Wings 
flapped against the eyes of the emperor's horse, hellish noises 
screamed in bis ears, and, completely beyond control, the animal 
turned and fled back tbroogh the narrow pass, bearing hia impe- 
rial master safe into the heart of his army, 

" Yuenteoong, that night, commanded some of his most azpert 
soldiers to scale the beetling heights of the ravine, bearing upon 
tlieir backs the blood of swiuc, sheep, and dogs, with other im- 
pure tbiegs, and these they were ordered to shower upon the 
coiiibalants at the sonnd of the imperial clarion. On the fullow- 
iog moiniog, Szema came forth again to oSer battle, with flags 
di^playpd, drnms beating, and shouts of triumph and defiance. 
As on the day previous, the bold emperor divided, in his impa- 
tience, rank after rank of his own soldiery, and, followed closely 
by bis body-guard, drove the rebel army once mora into theii 
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fikstness. Szeina sat upon his w&r-IiaTSe as before, entrenolied 
amid bis officers and ranks of tbe tallest Tartar spearmen, and 
KB tbe emperor contended band t« hand with one of the opposiDg 
rebels, tbe magio imprecation was again uttered, the air again 
filled with cloudy horsemen and chariots, and tbe monotain sba- 
ken with disoordant thunder. Backing bia willing steed, tbe em- 
peror bleiT a long sharp note upon his silver clarion, and in an 
instant the snn broke throngb tbe darkness, and the air seemed 
filled with paper men, horses of straw, and phantoms dissolving 
into smoke. Yuentsoong and Szema now stood face to face, with 
onlj mortal aid and weapons." 

The historian goes on to record that tbe two armies sospended 
hostilities at the oommand of their leaders, and that the emperor 
and bis rebel subject having engaged in single combat, Yennt* 
Boong was Tiatorions, and returned to bis capita] with tbe formida- 
ble enemy, whose life be bad spared, riding beside him like a 
brother. Tbe conqueror's career, for seyeral years after tnia, 
seems to have been a series of exploits of personal valor, and tho 
Tartar prince shared in all bis dangers and pleasures, bis insepa- 
rable friend. It was during thia^ period of romantia friendship 
that the events ocourred which have made Yuentsoong one of tbo 
idols of Chinese poetry. 

By tbe side of a lake in a distant province of the empire, 
stood one of tbe imperial palaces of pleasure, seldom visited, and 
almost in ruins. Bither, in one of his moody periods of repose 
from war, came the conqneror Ynentsoong, for the first time in 
years senarated from his faithfnl Szema. In disguise, and with 
only one or two attendants, be established himself In the long 
silent balls of his ancestor Tsincbemong, and with bis boat upon 
tbe lake, and his spear in the forest, seemed to find all the amusft- 
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meut of nbich hia melancholy was snsoeptjble. Oa a certain da; 
ia the latter part of April, the emperor had sot his sail to a fra- 
graot south wind, and recliniDg on the oiuhioas of his bark, 
watched the shore as it softly and silently glided past, and, the lake 
being entirely encircled by the imperial forest, he felt immersed in 
what be believed to be the solitude of a deserted paradise. After 
skii'ting the fringed sheet of water in iJiis manner for several 
hours, he suddenly observed that he had shot through a streak of 
peach -blossoms floating from the shore, and at the same moment 
be became conscious that bis boat was slightly headed off by 
a current setting outward. Putting up his helm, he returned to 
the spot, and beneath the drooping branches of some luxuriant 
willows, thns early in leaf, he disoovered the mouth of an inlet, 
which, bat for the floating blossoms it brought to the lake, would 
have escaped the notice of the closest observer. The emperor 
now lowered his sail, unshipped the slender mast, and betook him 
to the oars, and as the current was gentle, and the inlet iiider 
within the nouth, he sped rapidly on, through what appeared to 
be but a lovely and luxuriant vale of the forest Still, those 
blushing betrayers of some flowering spot beyond, extended like 
a rosy clue before him, and with impulse of muscles swelled and 
mdurated in warlike eserctse, the swift keel divided the besprent 
mirror winding temptingly onward, and, for a long hour, the royal 
oarsman untiringly threaded this sweet vein of the wilderness. 

Resting a moment on his oars while the slender bark still kept 
her way, he turned his head toward what seemed to be an open- 
ing in the forest on the left, and in the same instant the boat rao, 
head on, to the shore, the inlet at this point almost doubling on 
its course. Beyond, by the bamming of bees, and the siu^ng of 
birds, there should be a spot more open than the tangled wilder 
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DOES he bad paaeed, aod disengsging his prow from tlie aiders, he 
shored the boat again into tha stream, and palled round a higb 
rock, b; which the inlet seemed to have been compelled to eurre 
its channel. The edge of a bright green meadow now stole into 
tlieperEpectire, and, still widening with his approach, disclosed a 
slightly rising terrace clustered with shruba, and studded here and 
there with vases ; and farther on, upon the same side of the 
Btream, a skirting edge of peauh-trcca, loaded with the gay bloa- 
80I1IS which had guided bim hither. 

Astooished at these sigoa of habitation in what waa well under- 
stood to be a privileged wilderneas, Ynentaoong kept hia boat in 
mid-stream, and with his eyes vigilantly on the alert, slowly 
made headway against the current. A few stroke's with hia oars, 
however, traced another curve of ihe inlet, and brought into view 
a grove of ancient trees scattered over a gently ascending lawn, 
beyond which, hidden by the river till now by the projecting 
shoutdor of a mound, lay a smull pavilion with gilded pillars, 
glittering like fairy-woik in the sun. The emperor fastened his 
boat to a tree leaning over the water, and with his short spear in 
his hand, bounded upon the ehore, and took bis way toward the 
shining struclure, hia heart beating with a feeling of wonder and 
interest altogether new. On a nearer approach, the bases of the 
pillars seemed decayed by time, and the gilding weather-stained 
and tarnished, bat the trelliaed porticoes on the sonthern aspect 
were laden with flowering shmba, in vases of porcelain, and caged 
birds sang between the pointed arches, and there were manifest 
signs of Insurious ta:jte, elegance, and care. 

A moment, with an indefinable timidity, the emperor paused 
before stepping from the green sward upon the marble floor of tha 
pavilion, and in that moment a curtain was withdrawn from the 
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door, and a female, with step suddenlj arrested bf the sight of 
the struDgor, Btuod motionless before him. Kaviahed with her 
oxtraordioary beauty, and awestruck with ihe suddeDDess of the 
apparition and the Qovelty of the adventure, the emperor's tongue 
cleaved to his month, and ere he could eummon resolution, ovea 
for a gesture of courtesy, the fair creature had fled vithia, and 
the ourlain closed the eotrance as before. 

Wishing to recover his composure, so straogely troubled, and 
taking it for gmuted that some other inmate of the house would 
eooD appear, Yutntsooog turned his steps aside to the grove, and 
vith bis head bowed, and his spear in the hollow of his arm, tried 
to recall more vividly the features of the vision he bad seen- Be 
had walked but a fuw paces, when there came toward birn from 
the upper skirt of the grove, a mao of nnusual stature and erect- 
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tenance of the old man softened, and he quickened his pace to meet 
and give him welcome. 

" You are noble ? " ho said, with confident inquiry. 

Yuentsoong colored slighlly. 

" I am," he replied, " Lew-melin, a prince of the empire." 

" And by what accident here ? " 

Yuentsoong explained the clue of the peach -blossoms, and 
represented himself as exiled for a time to the deserted palace 
upon the lakes. 

" I have a daughter," Ewd the old man, abruptly, " who bos 
never looked on human face, save mine." 

" Pardon me t" replied bis visitor ; " I have thoughtlessly in- 
truded on her sight, and a face more heuTenly fair — " 
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The emperor hesitated, but the old man smiled enoovragingly. 

" It is time," be said, " that I shoald provide a younger de- 
fender for my bright TeL-leeD, and HeaTen has sent yoa in the 
eeasoQ of peach -blossoms, with provident kiadnees.* You hare 
frankly revealed to me yoar name and rank. Before I offer yon 
the hospitality of my roof, I mnat tell you mine. I am Choo- 
taeco, the outlair, onco of yoor oim rank, and tbe general of the 
Cele8ti:il army." 

The emperor Btarted, remembering that this celebrated rebel 
was tbe terror of his father's throne. 

" You have heard niy history," the old man continued. " I 
bad been, before my rebellion, in charge of tbe imperial palace on 
tbe lake. Anticipating an evil day, I Bccretly prepared this re- 
treat for my family ; and when my soldiers deserted ue at the 
battle of Ke chow, aod a price was set upon my bead, hither I 
flsd with iijy woiiienaDil children; and the last alive is my beau- 
tiful Teh-]i;en. VV'rlh this brief outline of my life, you are at 
liberty to leave me as you came, or to enter my bouse, on the 
e^radition that you become tbe protector of my child." 

The emperor eagerly tarncd toward the pavilion, and with a 
itep as light as bis own, the erect nrid stately outlaw hastened to 
lift tbe cnrtaia before bim. Leaving bia gaest for a moment in 
tbe outer apartment, he entered to an inner chamber in search of 
his daughter, whom be brought, panting with fear, and blushing 
with surprise and delight, to her future lover and protector. A 
portion of an historical tale bo delicate as the description of the 
heroine is not work for imitators, however, and we must copy 
Biriotly the portrait of tbe matchless Teh-leen, aa drawn by Le- 
* Tke Nsson of peach-blossonu was tbe only leaion of muring in ancient 
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pih, the Ankeroon of Chinese poetry, and the oontemponrj Knd 
favorite of Yaantuoong. 

" Teh-Ieen was bom while the tnoming etax shone upon the 
boBoiD of her mother. Her eye was like the UDblemished blue 
lilj, und its light like the white gem an frao tared. The plnm- 
bloseom is most fragrant when the cold has penetrated ita stem, 
and the mother of Tch-leen had known sorrow. The head of her 
child drooped in thought, like a violet overladen with dew. Be- 
wildering was Teh-leen. Her mouth's corners were dimpled, yet 
pensive. The arch of her brows was liko the vein in the tuUp's 
heitrt, and the lashes shaded the blushes on her cheek. With the 
delicacy of a pale rose, her complexion pnt to shame the floating 
light of day. Her waist, like a thread id fineness, seemed ready 
to break ; yet was it straight and erect, and feared not the fan- 
niug breeie ; and her Ehsdowy grace was as difficult to delineate, 
as the form of the white bird rising from the ground by moon- 
light. The natural gloss of her hair resembled the micertun 
sheen of calm water, yet without the false aid of unguents- The 
native intelligcnoe of her mind seemed to have gained strengtli 
by retirenient, and he who beheld her, thought not of her as hu- 
man. Of rare heaoty, of rarer intellect was Teh-leen, and her 
heart responded to the poet's lute." 

We have not space, nor could we, without copying direotjy 
from the admired Le-pih, venture to desoribo the brining of 
Teh-leen to court, and her surprise at finding heraelf the favorlto 
of the emperor. It is a romantic circnmstanoe, besides, which 
has had its parallels in other conntnes. But the sad sequel to 
the loves of poor Teh-leen is but recorded in the cold page of his- 
tory ; and if the poet, who wound up the climax of her perfca- 
tione, with her susoeptibility to his lute, embalmed hei sorrows in 
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verse, h« wu probably too politic to bring it erer to ligbt. Fasa 
we to these neglected sod onadomed pusages of her history. 

Tnentsoong's nature was pasBionatelj devoted and oonGding ; 
and, like two brothers with one favorite sister, lived together 
Teh-leen, Siema, and the emperor. The Tartar priooe, if his 
heart Imew a mifltress before the arrival of T'>h-leen at the palace, 
owned afterward do other than her ; and fearless of obeoli or sns- 
picion from the noble confideooe and generoos friendship of 

. TnentKong, he seemed to live hot for her service, and to have 
neither energies nor ambition except for the winaing of bar 
■miles. Siema wu of great personal beauty, franic when it did 
not serve bim to be wily, bold in hia plenfures, and of manners 
almost femininely soft and voloptnoos. He was leuowned as a 
soldier, and for Teh-leen, he became a poet and master of the 
lute ; and, like all men formed for ensDariog the heart of women, 
be seemed to forget himself in the absorbing devotion of bia idol- 
atry. His friend, the emperor, was of another monld. Yaent- 
SooDg'S heart had three chambers — love, friendship, and glory. 

' Teh-leen was but a third in his existence, yet he loved her — the 
sequel wiU show how well ! In person he was less beautiful than 
majestia, of large stature, and with a brow and lip naturally stem 
and lofty. He seldom smiled, even upon Teh-leen, whom he 
would watch for hours in peneive and absorbed delight ; but his 
Btuile, when it did awake, broke over his sad countenance like 
morning. All men loved and honored Yuentsoong, and all men, 
except only the emporor, looked on Szema with antipBthy. To 
taeh natures as Uie former, women give all honor and approba- 
tion -, bnt for snob as the latter, they reserve their weakness ! . / 

Wnpt up in his fnend and mistress, and reserved in his inter-' 
oonrse with bis oonnsellors, Yuentsoong knew not Ibal, throng||j- 
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ont tbe inipenal city, Siema was called " the khu," or robber- 
bird, and his &ir Teh-leen opeolj charged vith dishonor. Go- 
log out alone to bant as was his castom, and hanag left his sigoet 
fflihSzeuia, topass and repaaa through the prirate apartments at bis 
pleasure, his horse fell with him anaccouDtably in the open field. 
Soniewhat superstitious, and rememberiog that good spirits aotne- 
tiiiiGs " knit tbe grass," when other obstacles fail to bar our way 
into danger, the -emperor drew rein and returned to bis palace. It 
ms an hour after noon, and having dismissed hid attendRiits at 
tbe city gate, be entered by a postern to the imperial garden, and 
bethought himself of tbe concealed couch in a cool grot by a 
fiiuntiiin (a favorite retreat, sacred to himself and Teh-leen), 
n[.c:.e he faueied it would be refreshing to sleep away tbe sultri- 
ness of the remaining hours tjll evening. Sitting down by the 
side of the mtmnnring fount, he bathed his feet, and left hij slip- 
pers on the lip of the basin to be anencambered in bis repose 
within, and so with unecIioiDv step entered the resounding grotto. 
Alas ! there slambered the fuithlesa friend with the guilty Teh- 
leen upon his bosom ! 

Grief struck through the noble heart of the emperor like a 
Eword in oold blood. With a word he could consign to torture 
and death the robber of his honor, but there was agony in his 
bosom deeper than revenge. He tnmed silently away, recalled 
his horse and huntsmen, and, outstripping all, plunged on 
. through the forest till night gathered around him. 

Yuentsoong had been absent many days fiom his capitol, and 
his Bubjects were mnrmaring their fears for his safety, when 
a messenger arrived to the counsellors, informing them of the ap- 
pointment of the captive Tartar prince to the government of the 
province of Sseahuflo, the second honor of the Celestial empire. 
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A private ordar accompBDied the anQOODoeuent, aommandiDg th« 
immediate departure of Ssema for the scene of his oew antbority. 
Inexplicable as was this riddle to the multitude, there were those 
who read it truly \tj their knowledge of the magaanimons aonl of 
the emperor ; and among these was the oraftj object of his gen- 
crositj. Losing do time, he set forward with great pomp for 
Siechuen, and in tbeir joy to see him no more at the palace, the 
elighted princes of the empire forgave hU unmerited advancement. 
Yuentsoong returned to his capitol ; but to the terror of his 
counsellors and people, his hair was blanched white as the head 
of an old man ! He was pale as well, but he was cheerful and 
kind beyond bis wont, and to Teh-leen untiring in pensive and 
humble attentions. He pleaded only impaired health and rest- 
loss slumbers as an apology for nights of solitude. Once, Teb- 
lien penetrated to his lonely chamber, bat by the dim nigbt-lamp 
she saw that the scroll over her window* was changed, and 
instei.d of the stimulus to glory which formerly bung in golden 
letters before his eyes, there was a sentence written tremblingly 
in black : — 

"The close wing of lore eovera the death-throb of honor." 

Six months from this period the capital was thrown into a 
tumult with the intelligence that the province of Szechuen was in 
rebellion, and Szema at the head of a numerous army on bis way 

*The moat common deeontiona of rooms, halls and templet, in China, are 
ornameatal acrolts or labels of colored paper, or wood painled and gilded, and 
bung over doors or wiodows, and inscribed with a tine or couplet conveying 
(ome allusion to the cireumstances of Ihe inhabi1anl,or some pions or philo- 
sophical axiom. For instance, a poetical one reconled by Dr. Marrison i — 

- From U» pino Kn-Mt (b* cnte infrm ucendi u> tlio milky inijr," 
typical of the protperous man arising to wealth and bonors. 
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to seize tbe tbrone of faenlsoong. This last ating betrayed the 
serpent even to the forgiviDg emperor, and tearing the reptile at 
last from bis beart, he entered with the spirit of other times into 
tbe warlike preparations. The imperial army was in a few daya 
OB its march, and at Keo-yaog the opposing forces met and pre- 
pared for encounter. 

With a dread of tbe popnlar feeling towards Teb-Ieen, Yuent- 
Boong had commanded for her a cloiio litter, and sbo was boma 
after the imperial standard in the centre of the army. On the 
eve before the battle, ere tbe watoh-firea were lit, the emperor 
came to her tent, set apart from his own, and wiih tbe delicate 
care and kind gentleness from which be never varied, inquired 
li'tw her wants were supplied, and bade her, thus early, farewell 
for the Qi;.'ltt ; bis own cnstom of passing among his soldiers on 
t)ic rvcning previonB to an engagement, promising to interfere 
wiiSj what was usually hia last duty before retinog to his couch. 
Tfli-lBcn on this occasion seemed moved by aotne irrepressible 
t:iii>iioti, and as he rose to depart, she fell forward npon her &oe, 
iind bathed his feet vritb her teara. Attribnting it to one of those 
excesses of feeling to which all, but especially hearts ill at ease, 
are liable, the noble monarch gently raised her, and, with repeat- 
ed efforts at reassurance, committed her to the hands of her 
women. His own heart beat far from tranquilly, for, in the 
iicess of Lis pity for her grief he had unguardedly called her by 
c'ne i>{ itic Bweet names of their early days of love — strange word 
DOW upon his lip — and it broaght back, spite of memory and tmtb, 
happiness that would not be forgotten ! 

It was past midnight, and the moon was riding high in heaveo, 
when tbe emperor, returning between th» lengthening watch-fires, 
sought the small lamp whieb, snspended like a star aboTe his own 
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Uot, guided bim back from the irregalar muas of tbe oamj). 
Paled by tbe intenee radiance of the mooDligbt, tbe small globe 
of alabaster at length became apparent to bis weary eye, and 
viih oae glance at the peaceful beaaty of the heavens, he parted 
tUo curtained door beneath it, and stood withiQ. The Ghineae 
I]i9tomD aAsertB (hat a bird, from whose wiag Teb-Ieen had 
iiDoe plucked an arrow, reetoiiog it to liberty and life, and in 
grateful attacbmeat to ber deetiny, removed tbe lamp from the 
imperial tent, and suspended it over hers. Tbe emperor 
stood beside her coach. Slartled at bia inadvertent error, be 
turned to retire ; but the liflied curtain let in a flood of moon- 
light upon the aleeping features of Teh-leeo, aud like dew-dropa, 
tbe undried tears glistened in her ailken lashes. A lamp burned 
faintly in the iuuer apartment of tbe lent, and her attendants 
slept Bound ly. His eoft heart gave way. Taking up tbe lamp, 
he h«ld it over bis beautiful mistreae, and once more f;BEed pas- 
sionately and bnrestrainedly on her unparalleled beauty. The 
past — the early past was alone before bim. He forgave her — 
there, as she slept, unconsciona of the throbbing of his injured, 
but noble heart, so close beeide her — be forgave ber in tbe long 
silent abysses of his soul ! Unwilling to wake her from ber 
tranquil t^Iuniber, but promising to himself, from that hour, such 
sweets of confiding love as had well nigh been lost to him for 
<<ver, be imprinted one kiiis upon tbe parted lips of Teh-leen, and 
sought bis couch for slumber. 

Ere daybreak the emperor was aroused by one of bis attend- 
ants with news too important for delay. Szcma, the rebel, bad 
been arrested in tbe imperial camp, disguised, and on his way 
back to bis own forces, and like wild-fire, tbe ioformation bad 
spread among the soldiery, who in a state of mu tineas excitemcot, 
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were with difficulty restriuned from rushing npon the tent of Toh- 
leen. At iha door of bia tent, YBeDtsooDg found mcBBengers 
from the alarmed princea and officers of tbe different commands, 
imploi'ing immediate aid and tte imperial presence to allaj the 
excitement, and while the emperor prepared to mount his horse, 
tlie guard arrived wiib the Tartar prince, ignominiously tied, and 
blaring marks of rough usage from bis icdignaDt captoi-s. 

'' Loose bim !" cried the emperor, in a voice of thunder. 

Tbe cords were severed, and with a glance whose fuiociiy ex- 
pressed no thanks, Szema reared himself up to his fullest height, 
and looked fcomfully around him. Daylight had now broke, 
and as the group stood upon an eminence in sight of the whole 
army, Ehnnts began to ascend, and tbe armed multitude, breaking 
through all restraint, rolled in toward the centre. Attracted by 
the commotion, Yuentsoong turned to give some orders to ibose 
near him, when Siema suddenly sprung upon an officer of tbe 
guaid, wrenched his drawn Bword from his grasp, and in au 
instant was lost to eight in tbe tent of Teh-leen. A uharp 
scream, a second of thought, and forth again rushed tbe despe- 
rate murderer, with bis sword flinging drops of blood, and ere a 
foot stirred in tbe paralyzed group, the avenging cimeter of 
Yuentsoong had cleft him to the chin. 

A hush, as if the whole army was struck dumb by a bolt from 
heaven, followed this rapid tragedy. Dropping the polluted 
Bword from bis band, tb*- omperor, with uncertain step, and the 
pallor of death r^on his countenance, entered the fatal tent. 

He came "no more forth that day. The army was marshalled 
by tbe princes, and the rebels were routed with great slaughter ; 
but Yu'^ntsoong never more wielded sword. "He pined to 
death," says the historian, " with tbe wane of the same moon 
that phono upon the forgivcneas of Teh-leen," 
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OR, THB DARIKG LOTEIL 

A oRisKTTE ia somethiDg dae beside a " mean girl" or a. "gray 
gowD," the French dictiooary to the contrary notwithstanding. 
Bless me ! you shonld see the grisettea of Rochepot ! And if 
yon wished to take a lesson in poHtical compacts, you shonld un- 
derstand the grisette confederacy of Eochepot ! They were 
worting-girla, it is trne— dressmakers, milliners, ehoebindera, 
tailoressee, flowermakers, embroidereasea — and they never expect- 
ed to be anything more aristocratic. And in that content lay 
their power. 

The gris'ettes of Boohepot were a good fourth of the female 
population. They had thetr jealousies, and litlle scandala, and 
heart-burnings, and plotttngs, and cnanlerplottiogs (for they were 
women) among themselves. l?ut they made common oanae 
against the enemy. 'J hey would hear no disparagement. They 
knew exactly what was due to them, and what wu.« due to their 
superiors, and they paid and gave credit in the coin of good- 
manners, aa cannot be done in countries of " liberty and equality." 
Still there were little shades of difference in the attention shown 
them by their employers, and they worked twice aa much in ft day 
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vhen sewing for Madame Durozol, who took her diooer vitb tbem, 
sans fa^on ia tlie work-room, tts for old Madame Chiqnetl«, who 
dined all alone in her grand saloon, and left them to est bj them- 
selves among their elireds and aciseora. But these were not slights 
which they seriously resented. Woe onljto the incautious dame 
nho dared to scandalize one of their nnmher, or dispute her dnes, 
or eocroaoh upon her privileges ! They would make Itoohepot as 
uncomfortable for her, parhUtt .' as a kettle to a slow-boiled lob- 
ster. 

But the prettiest grisette of Roohepot was not often permitted 
to join her companions in their self-cbaperoned czoiirsions on tha 
holidays. Old dame Fomponney was tbe sexton's widow, and 
she bad the care of tbe great clock of St. Roch, and of one only 
daughter; and ezoellent care she took of both her charges. 
They lived all three in the belfry — dame, clock, and daugh- 
ter — and it was a bright day for Th^nais when she got out of 
hearing of that *' tick, tick, tick," and of tbe thumping of her 
mother's cane on the long staircase, which always kept time with it. 

Not that old Dame FompoDney bad any objection to have her 
daughter conveaably married. She had been deceived in her 
yonth (or so it was whispered) by a lover above her condition, 
and she vowed by tbe cross on her cane, that her daughter should 
have no sweetheart above a journeyman mechanic. Now the 
romance of the grisettes (^farbrnt has .') was to have one charm- 
ing little flirtation with a gentleman before they married tbe 
leather-apron — ^jost to show that, bad they by chance been bora 
ladies, they could have played their part to the taate of their 
lords. But it was at this game that, Dame Pomponney had burnt 
her fiugers, and she bad this one subject for the exercise of her 
powera of mortal aversion. 
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When I bave added that, four miles from Rocbepot, stood 
tbe Chateau de Brevanne, and tbat the eld Count de BrevaiiDa 
vas a proud ariistoorat of ihe ancitti regim4, with ODe bod, the 
fODOg Count Felix, wliom be bod educated at Paria, I tbiuk I 
have prepared jou tolerably for the little romance I have to tell 

It was a fine Sunday morniDg that a mounted bussar appeared 
in the street of Bocbepot. The grisettes nere all abroad in tbeii 
holyday parure, and tbe gnj soldier soon made an acquuotanoe 
Trirb one of them at the door of the inn, and informed bcr that he 
had been nent on to prepare the old barracks for his troop. Tbe 
hussars were to he quartered a montb at Rochepot. Ah ! what 
a jojous bit of news ! And six officers beside the colonel ! And 
the trumpeters were miraeles at playing qnadrilles and waltzes ! 
And not a plain man in tbe regiment— except always tbe speaker. 
And none, eioept tbe old colonel, had ever been in love in his 
life. But as this last feet required to be sworn to, of course ha 
was ready to kiss tbe book — or, in tbe absence of the book, the 
next moat encred object of his adoration, 

" Finitses done, Monneur P' exclaimed bis pretty listener, and 
away »be tan to spread the welcome intelligence with ita delight- 
ful partjcolars. 

Ihe next day tbe troop rode into Bochepot, and formed in tbe 
great square in front of St. Rocb ; and by the time tbe trampeteru 
had played themselves red in the face, the hu8sars were all ap- 
propriated, to a man — for the grisettes knew enough of a march- 
ing regiment to lose no time. They all found leionre to pity poor 
Tli^nnis, however, for there she stood in one of the high windows 
of the belfry, looking down on the gay crowd below, and tbej 
know very well that old Pame Fomponney had deoUred all 



,,GoogIc 



THE BELLE OP THE BKLFBT. IQ} 



soldiers to be gif deoeivers, and forbiddeD her daughter to stir 
into tbe street while thej were quartered at RochepoL 

Of conrae the grisettes maosged to agree u to each other's w- 
lectioD of a sweetheart from the troop, and of coarse each biu«ar 
thankfully accepted the pair of ejes that fell to him. For, aaida 
fi'om the limited daratioD of their staj, soldiers are pbiloMpbers, 
and know that " life is short," and it is better " to take the goo<ls 
the ^ds provide." But "' after everybody was bi?lped," aa they 
say at a feast, there appeared another short jacket aad tormfivn 
cap, very much to the relief of red-headed Susette, the shoebind- 
er, who had been Utt out in the previous allotment. And 
Snsette made tbe amiable accordingly, but to no purpose, for the 
lad seemed as idiot with but one idea — lookioi; for ever at 
St. Roch's clock to know the Ume of day ! Tbe grisettea 
laaghed and asked their sweethearts bis name, but they signiS- 
riantly pointed to their foreheads and whispered sometfalng about 
poor Robertin's being a privileged follower of the regiment an4 f 
protegi of the colonel. 

Well, the grisettes flirted, and the old dock M St. Booh 
ticked on, and Snsetto and Thymus, the plainest and the prettiest 
girl in the village, seemed the only two who were left ont in the 
extra dbpensation of lovers. And poor Robertin still persisteil 
in occupying most of his leisure with watching the time of day. 

It was on the Sunday morning after the arrival of the troop 
Uiat old Dame Pompoaney went up, as usual, to do her Sunday's 
duty in winding np the clock. She bad prerioualy locked tbe 
belfry door to be sure that no one entered below while she was 
abovo ; but — ibe Vir^ help ns ! — on the top stur, gubig into 
the machinery of die otock with abeorbad attentiim, nd oiM of 
those devila of busBars ! " Thief," " nK»bcn4f" Md " h ww 
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breaker," were tbe moat moderate epithets with which Dame 
PompoDnej accompanied the enraged boating of her stiek on the 
resouading platform. She was almost beside herself with rage. 
Aq<1 Tbeoais had beeii up to du8t the wheels of the clock ! And 
how did she know that that icilirai of a trooper was not there 
all the time ! 

Bat the intnider, whose face had been concealed till now, 
toMicd suddenly ronnd and hegan to gibber and grin like a poe- 
sesced monkey. He pointed at tbe clock, imitated the " tick, 
tick, tick," laughed tilt the big bell gave out an echo like a groan, 
Mod then anddenly jumped over the old dame's stick and ran down 
stairs. 

" Ek, Sainle Vierge /" exclaimed the old dame, " it's a poor 
idiot after all ! And he has stolen up to see what made the clock 
tick! Ha! ha! ba! Well! — well! I cannot come up those 
weary stairs twice a day, and I must wind up the clock before I 
go down to let him out. 'Tick, tick, tick!' — poor lad! poor 
lad! They moat have dressed him up to make fun of him — 
those yicions troopers ! Well ! — well !'' 

And with pity in her heart, Dame Pomponney hobbled down, 
stair after stair, to h«r chamber in the si]uaTe tnrret of the belfry, 
and there, she found tbe poor idiot on his knees before Theoaia, 
and Tb6naU was just preparing to put a skeio of thread over hia 
thumbs, for she thought she might make him useful aud amnae 
him with the winding of U till her mother came down. But as 
the thread got vexatiously eDtnngled, and the poor lad sat as pa- 
tiently as a wooden reel, and it was time to go below to mass, the 
dame thought she might as well leave bim there till she oame 
bade, and down she stumped, locking the door reiy safely behind 



^dbyGoogle 



THE BELLE OF THE BELFRY 195 

Poor Th^niis was very lonely in the belfry, and Dame Pom- 
ponnej, wbo had a tender heart vbere her duty was not tavolved, 
rather rejoiced when Bha returned, to find an unnaaal glow of do- 
liglit on her daughter's cheek ; and if Tb^naie could find bo mnch 
pleasure in the society of a poor idiot lad, it was a sign, too, that 
her heart was not gone altogether after those abomiaable troop- 
ers. It was time to send the ionooent yontb aboat his business, 
however, so she gave biiu a holyday cake and led him down stairs 
and dismissed bim with a pat on his back and a strict injuaction 
never to venture again up to the " tick, tick, tick." But as she 
bad had a lesson as to the aooes^bility of bar bird's nest, she 
determined thenoefurth to lock the door invariably and carry tho 
key in her pocket. 

While poor Robertin was occupied with his researches into 
the " tick, tick, tick," never absent a day from the neighborhood 
of the tower, the mdre fortunate hussars were planning to give 
the grisettee afttt champitrt. One of the saints' days was com- 
ing round, and, the weather permitting, all tbe vebioles of the 
village were to be levied, and, with the tooop-horees in harness, 
tJiey were to drive to a small wooded valley in tbe neighborhood 
of the ohatean do Brevanne, where seclusion and a mos^y carpet 
of grass were combined in a little paradise for such enjoymenh 

The morning of this merry day dawned, at last, and the gri' 
eettes and theirad mirera were stirring betimes, for they were to 
breakfast sar Vhtrbt, and they were not the people to torn break- 
fast into dinner. The sky was clear; and the dew was not very 
heavy on the grass, and merrily the vehicles rattled abont the 
town, picking np their fair freights from its obscurest comers. 
But poor ThenaU looked oat, a sad prisoner, from her high win- 
dow in tlia belfry. 
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It was a ' half bour after sunrise and Dame PompODDe; was 
orepping up stau'B after her matins, thanking Heaven that sfae 
bad been ^m in ber refusals — at least twenty of the grisettea 
having gathered about her, aod pleaded for a day's freedom for 
her iuipriBOned daughter. She rested on the last landing but one 
to take a liitle breath — but hark ! — a man's voice talking in the 
bi-lfry ! She listened again, and quietly slipped her feet out of 
her high-heeled ehoes. The voice wa^^ again audible — yet how 
could it be ! She knew that no one could have pa»ised op the 
stair, fur the key had been kept in her pocket more carefully 
than usual, and, save by the wings of one of her own pigeons, 
the bslfry window was inaccessible, she was sure. Still the voice 
^rent on in a kind of pleading murmur, and the dame stole softly 
up in her stockings, and noiselessly opened the door. There 
stood Th^nus at the window, but she was alone in the room. 
At the same instant the voice was heard again, and sure now 
that one of those desperate hussars had climbed the tower, and 
unable to control her rage at the audacity of -the attempt. Dame 
PoDtponney clutched her cane and rushed' for ward to aim a blow 
at the military cap now visible at the sill of the window. But 
at the same instant the head of the intruder was thrown back, 
and the gibbering and Idiotie smile of poor Robertin checked 
liT blow in its descent, and turned all her anger into pily. 
I'uor, silly lad! be had contrived to draw np the garden ladder 
and place it upon the roof of the stone porch below, to climb 
and offer a flower to Thenals ! Not unwilling to have her daugh- 
ter's mind oconpied with some other thought than tlie forbidden 
exonrsion, the dame offered her hand to Robertin and drew him 
gently in at the window. And aa it was now markat-lime aha 
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bid Th^nais be kind to the poor boy, and looking the door behtiid 
her, trudged oootentedly off with her atick &nil basket 

I am aorrj to be obliged to record an act of filial disobedienoo 
in the heroine of mj fitorj. An hoar after, Th^nais was wel- 
comed with aooIamatioDS aa she suddenly appeared with Robertia 
in the midst of the merry party of griaettea. With Robertin — 
not as he bad hitherto been seen, bis cap on the back of bis head 
and bis under lip haogiag loose like an idiot's — but with Robertin, 
gallant, spirited, and gay, the handsomest, of hnssnrs, and tb» 
most joyous of companions. And Tb^oais, spite of ber hasty 
toilet and the cloud of consciona disobedience wbicb now and then 
shaded her sweet emile, was, by many degrees, the belle of the 
hour ; and tbe palm of beanty, for once in the world at least, 
was yielded without envy. The grisettes dearly love a bit of 
lomance, too, and the ciroumventing of old Dame Pomponney by 
hia rase of idiocy, and the safe extrication of the prettiest girl of 
the village from that gloomy old tower, was quite enough to make 
Robertin a hero, and his sweetheart Thenais more interesting 
than a persecuted piinceas. 

And, seated on the ground wbtle their glittering oavaliera 
served them with breakfast, the light-hearted gnaettes of Roobepot 
were happy enough to be envied by their betters. Bat suddenly 
the £ky darkened, and a slight gust mnrmaring among the trees, 
annoonced the coming up of a summer storm. Sauve gvi p*ul ! 
Tbe soldiers were used to emergenciea, and they bad packed np 
and reloaded their cars and were under way for shelter almost as 
soon as tbe grlseltes, and away they all fled toward the nearest 
grange — one of the dependencies of tbe chateau de Brevannc. 

But Robertin, now, had suddenly become the director and rnl- 
ing spirit of tbe festivities. The soldiers treated him with in- 
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stinctive deference, the old farmer of the grange hurried out with 
his ke3-s and unloeked the great storehouse, and disposed of the 
horses nader shelter; and by tbe time the big drops began to 
foil, the party were dancing gajly and securely on the dry and 
smooth thrashing-floor, and the merry harmony of the inarlial _ 
trumpete and horns rang out far and wide through the gathering 
tempest. 

The rain began to come down very heavily, and the clatter of 
s horse's feet in a rapid gallop was heard in ooo of tlio pauses in 
the waltz. Some one ficelting shelter, no doubt. On went tho 
bewitching music again, and at this momcDt two or three couples 
ceased waltzing, and the floor was left to Ruhertin and Theoais, 
whose graceful motions drew all eyes upon them in admiration. 
Smiling in each other's faces, and wholly unconscious of any 
other presence than their own, they wbiridd blissfully around — 
but there was now another spectator. The horseman who had 
been heard to approach, had silently joined the party, and mak- 
ing a courteous gesture to signify that the dancing was not to be 
interrupted, he smiled back the courtesies of the pretty grisettes 
— for, aristocratic as he was, he was a polite man to the sex, was 
the Count de Brevanne. 

" Felix !" he suddenly cried out, in a tone of surprise and an- 
ger. 

The music stopped at that imperative call, and Kobertin turn- 
ed his eyes, astonished, in the direction from which it came. 

The name was repeated fiom lip to Up among the grisettes, 
" Felix !" " Count Felix de Brevanne V 

But without deigning another word, the old man pointed with 
biB lidiog-whip to the farm-house. The disguised oount respect* 
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fully bowed biit hewl, bnt held Th^iuua b; the hud and drew htt 
gently with him. 

" Leave her ! disobedient boy !" exclaimed the father. 

Bat as ConDt Felix tightened bis hold npoa the email band he 
held, and Thenus tried to shrink back from the adnaelng old 
man, old Dame Pomponnej, streaming with run, broko in oaez- 
p«ctedly upon the scene. 

" Di^raoe not your blood," said the Count de Brevanne at ihtkt 
moment. 

The o^nding conple stood alone in the oeotre of the floor, and 
the dame comprehended that her danghtcr was disparaged. 

" And who is db^iaced )>y dancing with mydangbter?" sEiA 
screamed with &riou» g^cticulation. 

The old noble made no answer, bnt the grbettes, in an nadw 
tone, murmured the name of Coant Felix ! 

" la it he — the changeling ! the son of a poor gardener, that is 
disgraoed by the touch of my danght«r ?" 

A dead silence followed this utonnding exclamation- The old 
dame bad forgotten herself in her rage, and she looked about 
with a terrified bewilderment — but the mischief was done. The 
old man stood aghast. Count Felix clung still closer to Tb^nais, 
but his face expressed the most eager inquisitiveneBB. 1'he gri- 
settes gathered aroand Dame Pomponney, and the old count, left 
standing and alone, suddenly drew his cloak about htm and step- 
ped forth into the rain; and in another moment his horse's feet 
were heard claf;tering away in the direction of the cb&teau de 
Brevanne. 

We have but to tell the seqnol. 

The incaationa revelation of the old dame turned out to be 
tme. The dying infant daughter of the Marchioness de Brevanns 
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had been eli«ig«d for the hNtltli; bod of the eonnl's gardmer, to 
secure an heir to the name and estates of the nearly extinct fam- 
Sy of BreTKDtie. Dame Porapoonej had aasisted in tbia secret, 
and but for her heart foil of rage at the moment, to tfhich the 
old eonnt's taunt was but the last drop, the eeoret would probabljr 
bftTe never been rerealod. Count Felix, who had plajed truaat 
from his college at Paris, to oome and bunt up some of his child- 
ish playfeHowa, in diagaise, had remembered and disaloeed him- 
self to the little TbSnais, who was not horry to Teoogniie him, 
while he plajed the idiot in the belfrjr. Bat of conrHe there waa 
now no obstacle to their nnion, and nnited they were. The old 
eonnt pardoned htm, and gave the new couple a portion of his 
eetat«, and they named their first child Bobertin, as was natural 



^dbyGoogle 



THE FEMALE WARD. 

Moer men have two or more eonln, aod Jem Thtlimer was m 
doublet, with sets of uiannera correEpouding. Indeed one identitj 
could never have served the pair of bim ! When std — that is to 
say, when in dis^ace or oat of money — he bad the air of a good 
man wtih a broken beart. When gay — ^flasb in pooket and hap- 
py in his little ambidona — yoo would have tbonght liim k danger- 
ona oompanioii for his grandmother. The last impression did 
bim more injustice than the first, for he was really very amiably 
disposed when deprcEsed, and not always wicked when gay — bnt 
he made frietidB iq both cbaracterB. People seldom foi^ve na 
' for compelliDg them to correct their first impressions of ns, and as 
this was uniformly the case with Jem, whether he had begun as 
saint or sinner, he was commonly reckoned a deep-water Gab ; 
and where there were young ladies in the case, early warned ofi' 
the premises. The remarkable exception to this mle, in the Id- 
cident I am abont to relate, arose, aa may naturally be supposed, 
from his appearing, during a ceitain period, in one character 
only. 

To begii my atory fairly, I must go back for a moment to onr 
jonior Jem in college, showing, by a little pusage in our adren* 
9» 
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turee, how Th4limer and I becuuo uqnuDted witli the conAding 
gCDtlemBii to be referred b>. 

A college snspeDEion, very agreeably Umed, in June, left mj 
friend Jem and mjeelf masters of oar travels for nu uncertain 
period ; and as our parse was aJvays in oommoD, likQ oar sbirts, 
love-lelters, and disgraces, oar eeveral borrowings wore tbrast 
into a wallet which was sometiaieB in Lb pooket, sometiues in 
mine, as each took the tarn to be paymaster. With the (inter- 
cepted) letters in our pockets, informing the governors of our de- 
graded . position, we travelled very prosperously on — bound to 
Niagara, bat very ready to fall into any obliquity by the way. We 
arrived at Albany, Thalimer chancing to be parser, and as this 
fanodoQ tacitly conferred on the holder all other responsibilitica, 
I made myself comfortable at the hotel for the second day and 
the third — up to the eeventh — rather wondering at Jem'a 
depressed spirits and the sudden falling off of his enthusiasm for 
Niagara, but content to stay, if he liked, and amusing myself in 
the aide-hill city passably well. It was during my rambles with- 
out him in this week that he made the acquaintance of a bilious- 
looking person, lodging at the same hotel — a Louisianian on 
a tour of health. This gentleman, whom he introdueed to 
me by the name of Dauchy, seemed to have formed a sudden 
attachment to my fiiend, and as Jem had a " secret sorrow" 
UQusaal to htm, and the other an unusual secretion of bile, there 
was of course between them that " secret sympathy" which is the 
basis of many tender friendships. I rather liked Mr. Dauchy. 
He seemed one of those chivalrio, polysyllabic Boutherners, inca- 
pable of a short word or a mean action, and, interested that Jem 
should retain his friendship, I was not sorry to find ou{ departure 
follow close on the reoovery of his spirits. 
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We went on townrd Niagara, and in the irresistible eonfidence 
)f oanal travelliDg 1 made out tbe secret of mj Jidut aehatu. 
He had attempted to alleviate the bardship of a deck passage 
tor a bright-ejcd girl on board the steamer, and, on gomg below 
to bis berth, left her his greatcoat for a pillov. The stuffed 
irallet, which somevrbat distended tbe breast pocket, was probably 
in the way of her downy cheek, and Jem supposed that she 
simply forgot to return the " removed deposite" — but he did not 
ui^B bis money till twelve hoars after, and then between lack of 
means to pursue her, and shame at the sentiment be had wasted, 
kept tbe disaster to himself, and passed a melancholy week in 
devising means for replenishing. Through this jienseroto vein, 
however, lay bis way out of the difficulty, for he thus touched 
the soul end funds of Mr. I'aueby. The oorrespondenoe (com- 
meoced by the repayment of the loan) was kept np stragglingly 
for several years, bolstered somewhat by barrels of marmalade, 
boxes of sugar, hommouy, &c., till finally it ended in the 
unlookcd'^for consignment which forms the subject of my story. 

Jem and myself had been a year out of college, and were pass- 
ing through that " tight place" in life, commonly understood in 
New England as " the going in at the little end of the horn.'' 
Expected by our parents to take to money-making like ducks to 
swimming, deprived at once of college allowance, called on to be 
men because our education was paid for, and frowned upon at 
every manifestation of a lingeriDj; taste for pleasure — it was not 
surprising that we sometimes gave tokens of feeling " crowded," 
and obtained somewhat the reputation of " bad subjects'' — (using 
this expressive phrase quite literally), Jem's share of this odor 
of wickedness was much tbe greater, his unlucky deviltry of 
eoant«nanoe doing faim ita usual dLsaerTice ; but like the gentle- 
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man to whom he wu iJitribatoi] as a fevorite frotegi, he ma 
*' not so bUck aa he was painted.'' 

Wc had been so fortanale as to find one believer io the fntnre 
oolmination of cor Qlonded stars — Gallagher, " mine host" — and 
for value to he received when our brains should frnotify, his white 
soup and " red-string Madeira," his game, turtle, and all the 
forthcomings of the best rettaara/nl of our epoch, were served 
lovingly and charged moderately. Peace be with the ashes of 
William Gallagher ! " The brains iave fractiGed, and " the 
value'' lias been received — but his name and memory are not 
" filed away with the receipt; and tbongb years have gone over 
his grave, bis modest welcome, and generooB dispensation of 
entertainment and eervioe, are, by one at least of those who en- 
joyed them, gratefully and fresbly remembered ! 

We were to dine as usual at GalUgher'a at six — one May day 
which I well remember. I was just addressing myself to my 
day's work, when Jem broke into my room with a letter in hii 
band, and an expression on his face of mingled embarjassment 
and fear. 

'^ What the deuce to do with her i" said he, handing me the 
letter. 

" A new scrape, Jem {" 1 asked, as I looked for an instant at 
the Bsucby coat-of-arms on a seal as big as a dollar. 

" Sciape ? — yes, it w a scrape ! — for I shall never get out of 
it reputably. What a dunce old Daucby muBt be to aend me a 
girl to educate ! I a young lady's guardian ! Wby, 1 shall be 
the langh of tbe town ! What say } Isn't it a good one ?'' 

] had been carefully perusing the letter while Thalimer walked 
BoUloqaiiing about the room. It was from his old friend of mar- 
maladea and sugars, and in the most confiding and grave terms, 
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as if Jem and he had been a couple of contemporaneona old 
baclmlurB, it ooosigiied to his gnardiaoslip and friendly counsi-l, 
Mi^3 Adeliuine Lasaoque, the ooljr daughter of a neighboring 
pliiQter ! Mr. Lasacqae baviDg no fiieada at the north, had 
applied to Mr. Dauohy for hta guidance in the selection of a pio- 
per person to superintend her education, and aa Thalimer was 
the onlj oorreapondiiDl with whom Mr. Daachy bad relations of 
friaodsliip, and was, moreover, " fitted admirably for the trust by 
his impressive and dignided address," (^) he had " taken the 
liberty," &o., &o. 

" Ilave you s^eu her }" I asked, af^r a long lavgh, in which 
Jem jnioed hut partially. 

"No, indeed! She arrived last night in the New Orleans 
packet, and the captain brought me this letter at daylight, with 
the youqg lady's eonipliutents. The old sea-dog looked a little 
astounded when T aDuounoed myself- Well he might, faith ! I 
don't look like a young Udy'a guardiao, do 1 f" 

" Well — yon are to go on board and fetch her — is that it ?" 

" Fetch her ! Where shall I fetch her ? Who is to Ukc a 

young lady of my fetching.-' I can't find a female aoademj that 

I can approve " 

I burst into a roar of laughter, for Jem was in earnest with bii- 
scrupleH, and looked the picture of unhappiuess. 

'* I say I. can't find one in a minute — don't laugh, yon black- 
guard ; — and where to lodgd her meantime ? What should [ say 
to the hotel-keepers ? They all know m« ? It looks devilish 
odd, let ne tell you, to bring a young girl, without matron or 
other acquaintanoe than myself, and lodge her at a public 
house." 

" Your motlier mait take your charge off yonr handa." 
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" Of course, tlitt ma the first thiog I thoogbt of. Yon fcooW 
my mother ! She don't half believe the etorj, in the first pluoe. 
If thtft M such a man as Mr. B&nchy, she aays, and if tkit it a 
' Miss Lasacque,' all the way from Louisiaoa, there is but one 
thiog to do — send her back in the packet she came in ! She'll 
have nothing to do vith it ! There's more in it tbao I am will- 
iog to explain. 1 nerer mentioned this Mr. Dancby before. 
Mischief irill come of it ! Abduction's a dreadful thiog! If I 
frill make mjgelf notorious, I need not tbiak to inTolve mj 
mother and sisters ! That's the way she talks about it." 

" But couldn't we mollify your mother ? — for, after all, her 
cuuolienaQce in the matter will be expected." 

" Not a chance of it ! " 

" The money part of it ia all right.' " 

"Turn the letter over. Credit for aUrga unonnt on the Robin- 
eons, payable to my order only ! " 

" Faith ! its a very hard case if a nice girl with plenty of 
money can't be permitted to land in fiostoa ! Yon didn't ask the 
captain if she was pretty ? " 

" No, indeed ! But pretty or plain, I must get her ashore and 
be civil to her. I must ask her to dine ! X most do somethiog 
besides baud her over to a boardiDg-school ! Will yon oome down 
to the abip with me?" 

My curiosity was quite aroused, and I dressed immediately. 
On our way down we stopped at Gdllagher's, to request a little 
embellishnient to oar ordinary dinner. It was quite clear, for a 
variety of leMona, that she must dine with her guardian there, or 
nowhere. Gallagher looked surprised, to say the least, at onr 
propomtion to brins a yonng lady to dine with us, bnt he made 
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Lo comment beyond a respectAd remark that " No. 2 vaa toi; 

We had gone but a few Bt«pa from DeTonshire street irhea Jem 
stopped ia the middle of the dde-walk. 

" We have not decided jet what we are to do with MiM 
Lasacque all daj, Dor where we ehall Bcnd her baggage, nor where 
Ebe 18 to lodge to-Digbt For Heaven's sake, saggest something !" 
added Jctn, quite out of temper. 

" Why, as you say, it would be heavy wort to walk her about 
the streets from qov till dinuor-time — eight hours or more! Gal- 
lagher's is ooly an eating-bouse, unluckily, and you are so well 
known at all the hotels, tbat, to take her to one of them without a 
ohaperoD, would, to say the least, give occasion for remark. But 
here, atound the comer, is one of the best boarding-bousoB ia 
town, kept by the two old Misses Smith. You might offer to put 
her under their proteotiou. Let's try." 

The Misses Smith were a oonple of reduced gentlewomen, who 
charged a very good price for board and lodging, and piqued 
themselves on entertuning only very good compaoy. Begging 
Jem to assume the confidcot tone which the virtuous oharaeter of 
hU errand reqmred, I rang at the door, and in answer to our 
inquiry for the ladies of the house, we were shown into the 
baacment parlor, where the eldest Miss Smith sat with her spec- 
tacles on, adding new vinegar to some pots of pickles. Our 
bosiuess was very briefly stated Miss Smith had pleuly of spare 
room. Would we wait a moment till she tied on the covers to 
her pickle-jars ? 

The cordiality of tbe venerable demoiselle evidently pat Thai- 
imer in spirits. He gave me a glance which said very l^unly, 
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" Yo« see wo needn't haye troubled onr heada about thU !" — ^bst 
tbe Heqarl was to come. 

Miss Smith led tie w«y to the second story, where were two 
vsTy comfortable unoccapied bed-rooms. 

" A single lady f" she asked. 

' Yes,'' said Jem, " a Miss Lasacqne, of Lonisiana." 

" Young, did you say r" 

" Seveoteen, Or thereabout, I fonoj. (This was a gooes, but 
Jem chose to appear to know all about her.) 

" And — ehem ! — and — quite alone f 

" Qoite alone — she is oome bere to go to school. " 

" Oh, to go to sobool ! Pray — will she pass her Taeatjons witti 
your mother ?" 

" No !*' said Jem, eoogbing, and looking ratber embarrassed. 

" Indeed ! She is with Mrs. Thalimer at present, I presume.' 

" No — she is still on shipboard ! Why, my dear madam, b1i« 
only arrived from Nev Orleans this morning." 

" And your mother faas not had time to see her! I underBtand. 
Mrs. Tbalimer will accompany ber here, of course. " 

Jem began to see the end of the old u;aid's catechism, and 
thought it best to volunteer the remainder of the information. 

" My mother is not acqmunted with this young lady's friends," 
he said ; " and, in fact, she comes introduced only to myself." 

" She baa a guardian, surely ?" said Miss Smith, drawing 
back into her Elisabethan raff wiUi more dignity than she had 
biiberto worn. 

" 1 am her guardian !" replied Jem, looking as red and guUtj 
a« if he bad really abducted the young lady, and was ashamed of 
his errand. 

Ths spinster bit her lips and looked out of the window. 
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" Will yoa walk dovn etain for t, tnoment, gent)«pieii," she 
resumed, " aad let me speak to my sUter. I ehould have told 
you that the rooms sr^^ possibly be eagaged. I am not qnite 
sure — indeed — ehem — pray valk down aod ba seated a moment !" 

Very much to the rexadou of my diacooifited friead, I burst 
into a laugh as we oloeed the door of the baMmeot puior be- 
hind UB. 

" You don't rcaliie my eonfoundedly awkward podttm," t^ 
he. '* I am respoosibte for every step I take, to the girl't £ttka 
in the first pkoe, and then to ray friend Dauehy, onQ of the moat 
ohivalric old oocks in the world, who, at the same time, tioold 
never understand why there was any difficulty in the matter ! 
And it dou seem strange, that in a city with eighty tboasand in* 
habitants it should be next to imposuble to find lodging for & 
virhjous lady, a stranger !" 

I was oontrlviiig bow to tell Thalimer that " there was no Ob- 
jection to the camel but Im the dead oat bung upon ita neck," 
wbea a maid-semnt opened the door with a message — " Mist 
Smith's compliments, and she was very sorry she bad no room to 
spaw!" 

"Pleasant!" said Jem, "very pleasant! I suppose every other 
keeper of a respectable house will be equally sorry. Meantime, 
it's getting on toward noon, and that pocv g^rl is moping on shtp- 
bourd, wondering whether she is ever to be taken ashore 1 Do 
yon think she might sleep at Gallagher's ?" 

" Certainly not ! He has, probably, no aeoommodations for a 
Itidy.. and to lodge in a retlawant, aft«f dining with yon there, 
would be an iudiscreet first step, in a strange city, to say the least. 
But let us make our visit to your &ir ward, my d«ar Jem ! Per- 
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baps abe fau & fatie ianooent eDOUgb to tell its own story — like 
Uie lacly vho walked tbrougb Erin * with the snow-white wand.' " 

The vessel hsd Iain in the stream all nigbt, and was just haol- 
iDg ap to the wharf with the moTinj; tide. A crowd of specta- 
tors stood at the end of her mooriug cable, and, as she warped in, 
nniTersal attention seemed to be fpven to a single object Upon 
a heap of cotton-bales, the highest point of tbe confused Inmber 
of the deck, sat a lady under a sky-blue parasot Her gown was 
of pink eiik ; and by the Tolume of this showy material wbiok 
waa presented to the eye, tbe wearer, when standing, promised 
to torn out of rather conspicnoos stature. White gloTfas, a pair 
of superb amethyst bracelets, a string of gold beads on her neok, 
and shoulders quite naked enough for a ball, were all the dis- 
closures made for a while by tbe envious parasol, if we except a 
little object in blue, which seemed the extremity of something 
sb^ was sitting on, held in beT left hand — and which tamed oat 
to be her right foot in a bine satin slipper ! 

I turned to Thalimer. He was literally pale with conster- 
nation. 

"Hadn't yon better send for a carriage to t^e your ward 
away ?" I suggested. 

" You don't believe that to be Miss Lasaoque, surely '." ex- 
claimed Jem, turning upon me with an imploring look. 

" Such is my foreboding," I replied ; " but wwt a moment. 
Her face may be pretty, and you, of conrse, in your guardian 
capacity may suggest a simpliScation of her toilet. Consider ! — ^ 
the poor gu-1 was never before off the plantation — at least, so 
-says old Daucby's letter." 

The sailors now began to pnll upon tbe stem-line, and, as tbe 
ship came round, the face of the unconscious object of cariosity 
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Btole into view. Most of the apeotators, after & eiogle glance, 
turned their Btteotioa elsewhere wi(h a smile, and Jem, patria<{ 
hie bauds iota his two coat pockets behind him, nalked off 
towards the cod of the pier, whistling to himself very enei^eti- 
cally. She was an exaggeration of the peculiar physiognomy of 
the South — lean rather than slight, sallow rather than pale. Tet 
I thought her eyes fine. 

ThaJimer joined me as the ship tonched the dock, and we 
stepped on board together. The cabin-boy confirmed onr expec- 
tations as to the lady's identity, and putting on the very inslna- 
ating manner which was part of his objectionable exterior, Jem 
advanced and begged to know if he had the honor of addressing 
Miss Lasacqne. 

Without loosinj^ her hold npon her right foot, the lady nodded. 

" Then, madam !'' said Jem, " permit me to introduce to you 
your guardian, Mr. Thalimer!" 

" What, that old'gentlemen coming this way ?" asked Miss La- 
sacque, fixing her eyes on a custom-bonse officer who was walk- 
ing the deck. 

Jem handed the lady hia card. 

" That is iny name," said he, " and I should be happy to know 
bow I can begin the duties of my office!" 

" Dear me !'' said the astonished damael, dropping her foot to 
take hia hand, " isn't there an older Mr. James Thalimer ? Mr. 
Danchy aaid it was a gentleman near his own age !" 

" I grow older, as yon know me longer !" Jem replied, apolo- 
getioalty ; bat bis ward was too well satisfied with his appearance, 
to need even this remarkable fact to console her. She came 
down with a slide from her cotton-bag elevation, called to the 
oook to bring thr bandbox with the bonnet in it, and nieantimo 
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gave us a brief history of the incoDTeniencea she had eaSered in ' 
coiisequeDoe of the loss of ber alttve, Dinah, who had died ef ee^ 
sickness three days out This, to me, was bad news, fur I had 
trusted to a " lady's maid" for the preeerraiion of appearanoes, 
and the scsodal threatening Jem's guardianship looked, in conse- 
quence, very imDiineut. 

" I am dying to get my feet on land again !" said Miss La- 
Eacc|ae, pattiog her arm into her guardian's, and turning toward 
the gangway — her bonnet not tied, nor her neck covered, and 
thin blue satin slippers, though Ler feet were small, showingforth 
in contrast with her pink silk gown, vitb frightful oooFpieoou!*- 
ness ! Jem resisted the shoreward poll, and stood motioDleas and 
aghast. 

" Your baggage,'' he stammered at last. 

"Here, cook!" cried the lady, "tell the eaptain, when be 
comes aboard, to send my trunks to Mr. Tbalimet's ! They are 
down in ihe hold, and he told me he couldn't get at 'em till to- 
morrow," she added, by way of explanation to Tbalimer. 

I felt constrained to come to the rescue. 

" Pardon me, madam V said 1, " there is a little peculiarity la 
oar climate, of which yon probably are not adnsed. An east 
wind commonly set^ in about noon, which makes a shawl very 
necessary. In consequence, too, of the bronchitis which this sud- 
den change b apt to give people of tender eonstitnttons, the ladies 
of Boston are obliged to sacriGce what is becoming, and wear their 
dresses very high in the throat." 

" La I'' said the astonished damsel, putting ber hand upon ber 
bare neck, " is it sore throat that yon mean ? I'm very subject 
to it, indeed I Cook ! bring me that fnr-tippet out of the cabin I 
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I'm so Borry my drpssea are dl made bo low, and I baveD't a sbawl 
unpacked either ! — dear! dear!" 

Jem aod I exchanged a look of hopeless resigDatiaa, as the 
cook appeared with a chiocbilli tippet. A bold man might hare 
hesitated to share the coD^picaooaness of such a fi^re in a noon 
promenade, but we each gave her an arm when she had tied the 
Boiled riband around her throat, and silently set forward. 

It was a bright and very warm day, and there seemed a con- 
spiracy among our acquaintHuoes to cross our path. Once ia the 
street, it was not remarkable that they looked at us, for the tow- 
ering height at which the lady carried her very showy bonnet, the 
flashy material of her dress, the jewels and the cbinchilli tippet, 
formed mi ensemble whioh caught the eye like a rainbow; aod 
truly people did gaze, and the boys, spite of the UDConsoious look 
which we attempted, did give rather disagreeable evidence of be- 
ing amused. I bad vai'ious misgivings, myself, as to the oecessity 
tot my own share in the performance, and, at every comer, felt 
sorely tempted to bid guardian and ward good morning; but 
friendship and pity prevailed. By streets and lanes not calou- 
lated to give Miss Lasacque a very favorable first impression of 
Boston, we reached Washington street, and made an intrepid 
dash across it to the Marlborough hotel. 

Of this public house, Thalimer had asked my opinion during 
our walk, by way of introducing an apology to Miss Laaacque for 
not taking her to his own home. She had made it quite clear 
that she expected this, and Jem had nothing for it but to draw 
Buch a picture of the decrepitude of Mr. Thalimer, senior, and 
the bed-ridden condition of his mother (as stout a couple as ever 
plodded to church !) as would satisfy the lady for his short-eom- 
iogs in hoapitality. Tliis bad passed off very smoothly, and Misa 
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Luaoqne entered the Marlboro* quite prepared to lodge there, 
bat very little aware (poor ^rl !} of the objections to reoeiriitg 

her u a lodger. 

Mr. — , the proprietor, had stood in the archway as we 

entered. Seeing no baggage in the lady's train, however, ha had 
not followed ua in, suppoeing, probably, that we were callers on 
some of his guesta, Jem left us io the drawing-room, and went 
upon his errand to the proprietor, hat after half an hour's nbscoae, 
came back, looking very angry, and informed ns that no rooms 
were to be bad ! Instead of taking the rooms trithout explana- 
tion, he bad been unwise enough to " make a clean breast" to Mr. 

, and the story of the lady's being hia " ward,'' and oomo 

from Loubiana to go to school, rather staggered that discreet per- 
bob's credulity. 

Jem beckoned ine oat, and we held a HttTe council of war in 
the entry, Alas ! 1 had nothing to suggest. I knew the puritan 
metropolis very well — I knew its phobia was " the appearanet of 
evil." In Jem's oare-for-no thing face lay the leprosy which closed 
all doors against us. Even if we bad succeeded, by a coup de 
miin, in lodging Miss Laaacque at the Marlboro', her guardian's 
daily visits would have procured for her, in the first week, some 
intimation that she oonld no longer be aocommodatcd. 

" We had best go and dine upon it," said I ; " worst come to 
the worst, we can find some sort of dormitory for her at Gal- 
lagher's, and to-morrow she must he put to school, out of the 
reach of your ' pleasant, but wrong society,' " 

*' I hope to Heaven she'll ' stay put,' " said Jem, with a long 
sigh. 

We got Uiss Lasaoqae again under way, and avoiding the now 
crowded pav4 of Washington street, made a short out by Theatre 
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All«7 to DeroDBbira street aad GaUsghei's. Safely luidsd la 
"No. 2," wa drew a long breath of relief. Jem rang the belL 

" Dianer, waiter, aa 80od as pusdble." 

" The aame that was ordered at six, sit i" 

" Yes, only more oh&nipagiie, aod bring it immediateljr, Bx- 
cose me, Miss Lasaoqne," added Jem, with a grave bow, "bat 
the noD-sppearanoe of that east wind my friend apolca ot, bafl 
given me aa unnatural thirst. Will you join me in aoma oham- 
pagoe after your hot walk ?" 

" No, thank you," said the lady, untying her tippet, *' but, if 
you please, I will go to my room before dinner 1" 

Here was troubis again ! It had nerer ocourred to either at 
vs, tiiat ladies must go to their rooms before bed-time. 

" Stop !" cried Jem, as she laid her hand od Uie bell to ring fbt 
the oh amber-maid, " excuse me — I must first Speak to the Und 
lord — the room — the room is not ready, probably !" 

Ho seized his hat, and made his exit, probably wtsbing all otfit* 
flding friends, with their neighbor's daughters, in a better world ! 
lie bad to do with a man of sense, howerer. Gallagher had bat 
one bedroom in the house, which was not a servant's room, and 
that was his own. In ten minutes it was ready, and ^t the lady's 
aervioe. A black sonllion was promoted for ihe aones, to ilia 
poet of chamber-maid, and, fortunately, the plantation-bred ^rl 
had not been long enough from home to be partioalar. She came ' 
to dinner as radiant as a snmmer-sqaash. 

With the door shut, and the soap before ns, Thalimer's spirilg 
sod mine flaog off their bnrthena together. Jem was the ple»- 
santest table-companion in the world, and he ehatted and madt 
the amiable to his ward, as if h« owed her some amends for tk* 
awkward position of whiek she was so blessedly oneonsoioos. 
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f oir "JtBgerons man" (isoh u be wm voted), ioapiref, of oonrRo, 
no dis'tnut in tboie to whom he chooaes to be agreeable. Miss 
Lmoqne greV) every minute, more delighted with him. She, 
too, improved on ftcqoaintauoe- Gome to look at her closely, 
Kkturo tnetDt her for a fine showy oreatoTe, and she was *' out 
6f liADdbibii,'* «8 the joclieys aay — that wu all ! Her featurea 
Were fDod,'t)ioagfa gamboged by « Mrathera elimate, and the fevei^ 
attd-l^iitB bad flattened wbat should be round and ripe lips, and 
redsoed to the mere frame, what shonld be the bnat and neok 
of a Vii Vembo. I am not sure I saw all this at the time. Her 
subsequent obrysalia and emergesee into a beautiful woman oatn- 
rally oolor my deeoriptioa now. But I did see, then, that her 
eyes were large and lustrous, and that natarally she bad high 
riptrlt, good abilities, and was a thorough woman in sentiment, 
t&ot^h dAplbtebly neglected — for, at the age of twenty she could 
hardly read and write! It was not surprising that she wu 
pleoMd with M.' She was the only lady present, and we were 
(1m fliut OoxoombB she bad ever seen, and the day was summery, 
Ud itte didaern Oalllgher'a best style. We treated her like « 
priHoMs; and the mort ^reeable man of the two being her gnar- 
dllD, 'and respOt&ible for the propriety of the whole aftur, then 
ins no e&tnde ft>r a fiulure. We lingered over our oofiee ; and 
we lingered ovier Ailr eiaueeafi; and we lingered over our tea; 
and, when the oM Smth Uruek iwelve, we were still at the Ubi* 
iu " No. 2," qnito too mneh delighted with each other to ban 
l&dl^t of Beioradog. It was Hbe venerated guardian who made 
tile 'first 'mstt, snd, after rin^itg up the waiter to disoover that 
fii* ttcnlSoD h1id,'siz boon before, made her n^Uy disappeaN 
tiin, -the 'Ui^y'lrtt rMpectAilly dlsmissAd with only a oandle tor 
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b«r ohamber-mftid, snd A[r. Gallagher's room tor Iter destiaation, 
wberever that might be ! 

We dined together every sucoessive dsj for a week, and during 
this time the plot rapidly thickened. Thalimer, of course, vpzed 
Botil and bod;, to obtain for Mixa Lasaoqae a less objeedonable lodg- 
ing — orgodacarooljmore by a aeoBe of propriety than by a feeling 
for her good- natnred host, who, meaotime, slept on a sofa. But the 
unlucky first step of dining and lodging a young lady at a rataurantf 
inevitable as it wa^, gave a fatal assurance to the predisposed 
scandal of the affiiir, and every day'a events heighiened its glaring 
eonplezion. Miss Lasacque had ideaa of her own, and very in- 
dependent ones, as to tlje amusement of her leisure hours. ^h« 
hvd never bseu k^fore where there were shops, and she spent her 
first two or three momiuga in perambulaling Washington street, 
dressed in a style perfectly amazing to beholders, and purchasing 
every description of gay trumpery — the parcels, of course, sent 
to Gallagher's, and the bills t« James Thalimer, Esq. ! To keep 
her out of the street, Jem took her, on the third day, to the rid- 
ing Botiool, leaving her (safely enough, be thonght), in charge of 
the anthoritative Mr. KonUtone, while he besieged some school- 
mistress or other to undertake her oipbering and geography. She 
wu all but bom on boTsebaok', however, and soon tired of ridjog 
ronnd the ring. The street-door was set open for a moment, 
leaving exposed a tempting tangent to the circle, and out flew 
Hisa LasBcqne, saving her " Leghorn flat," by & bend to the sad- 
dle-boir, that would have done credit to a dragoon, and no more 
was seen, for hours, of the " boanie black mare" and her rider. 

The deepening of Miss Lasaoque's passion for Jem, would not 
mtereat the reader. She loved like other women, timidly and 
peaavoly> Young S8 the passion was, however, it oame too late 
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to afiect her inaatiers before publio opinion had prononaeed oa 
them. There wu neither boarding-honse nor "private femal* 
ao&deni;" within ten milea, into which " Sir. ThallmeT'B yonng 
ladj" would have been permitted to set her foot — small u was 
the foot, and innooent aa was the polae to which it stepped, 

Vo comfortable as was this etate of suspense, and aozions aa 
we were to faU into the track marked " virtnous," if virtDO would 
odIj permit ; public opinion seemed to think we were enjoyioi; 
oarseWes quite too proaperonsly. On the morning of the seventh 
daj of our guardianship, I had two calls after breakfast, one from 
poor Gallagher, who reported that he had been threatened with a 
prosecution of his establishment as a nuisance, and another from 
poorer Jem, whose father had threatened to take the lady out 
of hia hands, and lodge her m the insane asjlam ! 

" Not that I don't wish she was there," added Jem, " for it is 
a very fine place, with a nice garden, and luxuries enoogh for 
those who can pay for them, and faiih, I believe it'i the only 
lodging-house I've not applied to !" 

I must sliorteo my story. Jem anticipated his &ther, by riding 
over, and showing his papers oonititnting him the guardian of 
Miss Lasaeque, in which capacity he was, of conrse, authorised 
to put bis ward under the charge of keepers. Everybody who 
knows Massachusetts, knows that its insane asylums are aoine* 
times brought to bear on irregular morals, as well as on diseased 
intellects, and as the presiding officer of the institution was quite 
well assared that Miss Lasacqoe was well qualified to become a 
patient, Jem bad no course left but to profit by the error. The 
poor g^rl was invited, that afternoon, to take a drive in the coun- 
try, and we came hack and dined without her, in abominable 
spirits, I must say. 
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Provided with the b«st iastrnotjoQ, the best of care taken 
of her he&lth, and the most exemplary of matrons intereatiDg 
herself iQ her patieot's improvctneDta, Misa Lasacqno rapidlj 
improved — more rap'idlj, no doubt, than she ever conld have 
done by control less rigid and inevitable. Her &ther, by the 
advice of the matron, was not informed of her location for a year, 
and at the end of that time he came on, accompanied by his 
friend, Mr. Daucby. He fonod his daughter safficieotly improTed 
in health, manners, and beanty, to be quite satisfied with Jem's 
discharge of his trust, and ire all dined vary pleasantly In " No. 
2 i" Miss Lasacque declining, with a blush, my invitation to her 
to nialte one of the parly. 
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Skeafe lake, in BostoD, is an almost UDmeatioDable and ple- 
beian thoroughfare, betveeui tno very lueDtiooable aod patrician 
streets. It ia mainly used by bakers, butchers, ttrchias going to 
school, and clerks carrying home parcels — in short, by those who 
care less for tbe beauty of the road than for eoonoray of tiiue and 
ehoe-leHtlier. If you please, it is a shabby bote. Children are 
born there, however, and people die and marry there, and are 
happy and sad there, and the great events of life, more iniportaut 
than our liking or disliking of Sheafe lane, take place in it con- 
llDoally. It used not to be a very savory place. Yet it has an 
indirect share of such glory as attaches to the birth-places of men 
above tbe common. The (present) great light of the Unitarian 
church was born at one end of Sheafe lane, and one of the most 
accomplished merchant -gentlemen in tbe gay vorld of New York 
was born at the other. And in the old Hay-market (a kind of 
cul-de-iac, buried in the side of Sheafe lane), stood the dusty lists 
of cbivalrio old Boulatone, a gallant horseman, who in other days 
would have been a knight of noble devoir, though in the degene- 
racy of a Yankee loatnim, be devoted his soldierly abilities to Ibo 
teaching of young ladies how to ride. 
An you in Sheafe lane } (as the magnetiiers iucpiire.) Pleaab 
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to step back twenty-odd yearn, and take the b&nd of a lad 
with a rosy face (onraelf — for we lived in Sheafe lane twentj- 
odd years ago), and come to a sniall house, dingy yellow, with a 
white gate. The yard ia below the level of the street. Mind 
the step. 

The family are at breakfast in the small parlor fronting on the 
street. But come up this dark staircase to the beilmom over the 
parlor — a very neat, room, .plaiuly furnished ; and llie windows 
are curtained, and there is one large ea.sy chair, and a slam) mtii 
a Bible open upon it. In the bed lies an old man of seventy, deaf, 
nearly blind, and bed-ridden. 

We have now shown you what cornea oat of the shadows to ns, 
when we remember the c ire um stances we are about to bodyfurtb 
in a sketch, for it can scarcely be called a story. 

It wanted an hour to noon. The Boylston clock atmok eleven, 
and close on the heel of the last stroke followed the tap of the 
baTber's knuckle on the door of the yellow house in Sbeafe lane. 
Before answenng to the rap, the maid-of-all-work filled a tin can 
from the simmering kettle, and surveyed herself in a three-oor- 
rered bit of looking-glass, listened on a pane of the kitohen win- 
dow; then, with a very soft and aweet " good morning," toRoder, 
the barber, ahe led the way to the old man's room. 

" He looks worse to-day," said the barber, aa the akinny hand 
of the old man crept up tremblingly to his face, oonsciona of the 
dail; office about to be performed for him. 

" They think ao below stairs," said Harriet, " and one of the 
church is uoming to pray with him to-night. Shall I raise him 
np now.'" 

The barber nodded, and the girl aeatcd herself near the pillow, 
and lifting the old man, drew biro upon her breast, and aa the 
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operatioa went rather liDgerin^l; on, tbo two chatted together 
Terj earDestl^. 

Bosier was a youth of about twenty-one, talkative and caress- 
ing, as ail barbers are ; and what with his curly hair anJ ready 
Biuile, and the smell of aoap that socmed to bs one of his natural 
proportiea, he was a man to be thought of over a kitchen fire. 
Besides, he was thriving in bis trade, and not a had match. All 
of which was duly considered by the family with which Harriet 
lived, for they loved the poor girl. 

Poor girl, I say. But she was not poor, at least if it be true 
that as a woman tbinkctb so is she. Most people would hare do* 
scribed her as a romantic girl. And so she was, hut without 
deserving a breath of the ridicule commonly attached to the word. 
She was uneducated, too, if any child in Sew England can be 
called uneducated. Beyond school-books and tbe Bible, she had 
read nothing but the Scottish Chiefs, and this novel was to her 
what the works of tiod are to others. It could never become 
fiuniliar. It most be the gate of dream-land ; what the moon ia 
to a poet, what a grove is to a man of revery, what annshine ia 
to all the world. And she mentioned it as seldom as people 
praise suoabine, and lived in it as uuconscioasly. 

Harriet had never before been out to service. She was a 
farmer's da nghter, new from the country. If she was not igno- 
rant of the degradation of her condition in life, she forgot it habit- 
ually. A cheerful and thoughtful smile was perpetually on her 
lips, and the hardships of her daily routine were enoonntered as 
things of course, as clouds in tbe sky, as pebbles in tbe inevita- 
ble path. Her attention seemed to belong to her body, but ber 
consciousness only to ber imaginatjon. In her voice and eyca 
there was no touch or taint of her laborious servitude, and if she 
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had suddenly been " made a ladj,'' there would bavo heen no- 
thing but her hard hands to redeem from her low condition. 
Then, hard-working creature as she was, she nag touchingl; beau- 
tifii]. A coanie eye would have passed her without notice, per- 
haps, but a painter would not. She was of a fragile shape, and had 
a slight stoop, hut her bead was small and ezqaisitelj moulded, 
and her slender neck, roand, grauefal, and polished, was set upon 
her Bhouldere with the fluent grace of a bird's. Her hair was 
profuse, and of a tinge almost yellow in the sun, but her eyes 
were of a blue, deep almost to blackness, and her heavy eye- 
lashes darkened them still more deeply. She had the least possi- 
ble color in her cheeks. Her features were soft and unmarked, 
and expressed delicacy and repose, though her nostrils were capa- 
ble of dilating with an energy of espression that seemed wholly 
foreign to her character. 

Hosier had first seen Harriet when called in to the old man, six 
months before, and they were now supposed by the family to be 
engaged lovers, waiting only for a little more sunshine on the bar- 
ber's fortune. MeaDtime, they saw each other at least half an 
hour every morning, and commonly passed their eveniogs to- 
gether, and the girl seemed very tranquilly happy in her prospect 
of marriage. 

At four o'clock on the afternoon of the day before mentioned, 
Mr. Flint was to make a spiritual visit to the old man. Let us 
first btroduce him to the reader. 

Mr. Asa Flint was a bachelor of about forty-five, and an " ac- 
tive member" of a church famed for its teal. He was a tall man, 
with a lictlo bend in his back, and oominonly walked with his 
eyes upon the ground, like one intent on meditation. Hia com- 
pleiion was sallow, and his cyea dark and deeply eet ; bat by 
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dint of good teetli, &nd a little " wiatrj redaesa ia liis clieek," he 
was good-looking eDongh for all his eods. He dressed in black, 
as all religious mea must (ia Boston), and wore shoes with black 
stockings the year round. In his norldl; condition, Mr. Flint 
had alwajrs been prospered. He spent five hundred dollars a year 
iu his personal ezpeoses, and made five thoasand in his bosinesa, and 
sabscribed, saj two hundred dollars a year to such societies as 
printed the name of the donors. Mr. Flint had no worldly ae- 
quaintances. He lived in a pious boarding-bouse, and sold all 
his goods to the members of the country churches in communion 
with his own. He " loved the brethren," for ho wished to con- 
Terse with no one who did not see heaven and the church at his 
back — himself in the foreground, and the other two accessories in 
the perspective. Piety apart, he had found oat at twenty-five, 
that, as a sinner, he would pass through the world simply Asa 
Flint — as a saint, he would be Asa Flint plus eternity, and the 
respect of a large congregation. He was a shrewd man, and 
' chose the better part. AUo, he remembered, sin is more expen- 
sive Uian sanctity. 

At four o'clock Mr. Flint knocked at the door. At the same 
. hour there was a maternal prayer-meeting at the vestry, and of 
course it was to be numbered among bis petty trials that he mast 
find the mistress of the house absent from home. He walked up 
stairs, and after a look into the room of die sick man, dispatched 
the lad who had opened the door for him, to request the "help" 
of the family to be present at the devotions. 

Harriet had a rather pleasing recollection of Mr. Flint. He 
had offered her his arm, a week before, in coming out from a coa- 
ferenoQ meetiag, and had " presumed that she was a young lady 
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on a vif it" to the miatress ! She amnged her teroUief ind took 
the kettle off the fire. 

Mr. Flint was staodiug hy the bedside with folded hands. The 
old man lay looking at bim with a kind of nneasy terror in bis 
faoe^ which changed, as Harriet entered, to a emile of relief. Sbo 
retired modestly to the foot of the bed, and, bidden by the cnr- 
taio, open only at the side, she waited the commencement of 
the prayer. 

" Kneel there, little boy !** said Mr. Flint, pointing to a chair 
on the other side of the light-stand, " and yon, my dear, kneel 
here by me ! Let us pray !" 

Harriet had dropped upon her knCes near the corner of the 
bed, and Mr. Flint dropped npoD bis, on the other side of the 
post, so ifaat after raising his bands in the fiml adjnration, they 
descended gradually, and quite naturally, upon the folded hands 
of the neighbor — and there they remained. She dared not with- 
draw them, but as his body rocked to and fro in his devout ei- 
ereiae, she drew back her head to avoid coming into farther con- 
tact, and escaped wit^ only his breath ttpon her temples. 

It was a very eloquent prayer. Mr. Flint's voice, io a worldly 
man, would have been called insinuating, but its kind of covert 
sweetness, low and so^, seemed, in a prayer, only the snbdned 
monotony of reverence and devotion. But it won upon the ear 
all the same. He began, with a repetition of all the most sub- 
lime ascriptions of the psalmltt, filliog the room, it appeared to 
Harriet, with a saperhoman prespnce. She trembled l4) be so 
near htm with his words of awe. Gradually he took up tbe moro 
affecting and tender passages of scripture, and drew the tears into 
her eyes with the pathos of his lone and the touching images bff 
wove togetiier. Hii hand grfw mQ)*t npOQ bera, »n4 be leaap^ 
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cloBer to her. Uo b^^n, after a short pamo, to praj for lier 
espeoi&lly — that ber remark&ble beauty might not be a anare to 
her — that ber dove-ltka ejss might beam odIj od the aaddened 
&ce8 of the eaiota — that she might bo enabteil to shun the coiD' 
pany of the worldly, and consort only with God's people — and 
that the tones of prayer now in her ears might sink deep into her 
lioart as the Toice of one who would never cease to feel an inte- 
rest in her temporal and eternal welfare. Hie band tightened its 
grasp upon hers, and bis face turned more toward her ; and as 
Harriet, blusbiog, spite of the awe weighing on her heart, stole a 
look at the devont man, she met the full gace of hia coal-black 
eyea fixed uawinkingly upon her. She was entranoed. She 
dared not stir, and she dared not take ber eyes from his. And 
when be oame to his amen, ahe B9uk back apon the ground, and 
covered her face with her haodi. And presently she remembered, 
with some wonder, that the old man, for whom Mr. Flint bad 
OOme to pray, had not been even mentioned iu the prayer. 

The lad left the room after the amen, and Mr. Flint raised 
Harriet from the floor and seated her upon a chair out of tbe old 
maa's fight, and pulled a hymn-book from his pocket, and sat 
down beside ber. She was a very enthosiaetio sioger, to say tho 
least, and he commonly led the singing st the conferences, and 
BO, holding her hand that she might beat the time with him, he 
passed an hour iu what he would call very sweet communion. 
And by this time the mistress of the family came home, and Hr. 
Flint took his leave. 

From Ibat evening, Mr. Flint fairly undertook tbe " et«nul 
welfare" of the beautifol girL From her kind mistreie he eauly 
proenred for ber tbe indnlgesoe due to an awakened unner, and 
fllte had peimistion to Sequent the sightly, oouference, Mr. Flint 
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always ofaargiag himself with ths dutj of seeiog her safely home. 
He called sometimes in the afcernooD, aod had a private iater- 
view to ascertain the " state of her mind," and under a stroog 
" conviction" of something or other, the excited girl lived now 
in a constant reveiy, aod required as much looking after as a 
child. She was spoiled as a servant, bntMr. Flint had only done 
his duty by her. 

This seemed all wrong to Hosier, the barber, howcTer. The 
bright sweet face of the girl he thoaght to marry, had grown sad, 
and her work went all am'ue — be could see that. She had do 
smile, and almost no word, for him. He liked little her going 
out at dusk when be could not accompany her, and coming homo 
late with tlie same man always, though a very good man, no 
doubt. Then, once lately, when be had spoken of the future, she 
had murmured something which Mr. Flint had said about " mar- 
rying with unbelievers," and it atnck la Hosier's mind and trou- 
bled him. Harriet greir thin and haggard besides, though she 
paid more attentioD to her dress, and dressed more ambitiously 
than she used to do. 

We are reaching back over a acore or more of yearn for Ute 
Bcenes we are describing, and memory drops here and there a 
circumstance by the way. The reader can perhaps restore the 
lost fragments, if we give what we remember of the outline. 

The old man died, and Kosior performed the last of his offici.'S 
to fit him for the grave, and ^t, if we remember rightly, was 
the ladt of his visits, but one, to the white house in Sbeafe lane. 
The bed was scarae vacated by the dead, ere it was required 
^lain for another object of pl^. Harriet was put into it with a 
brain fever. She was ill for many weeks, and called constantly 
on Mr. Fliot's name in her doliriam ; and when tb* ftver left 
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her, she eeemed to have but oqh desire on earth — that he should 
come and f«e her. Message after message nos secretly carried 
to him by the Iftd, whom she had attached tt her with h<!r uni- 
fortu imdoess and B*eet temper, but he never came- She re- 
lap§ed after a while into a etaie of ntapor, like idiocy, aod when 
day after day passed without amendment, it was thought neces- 
sary to send for her father to take her home. 

A venerable looking old farmer, with white hairs, drove his 
rough wagon into Sheafe lane one evening, we well remember. 
Sbiwly, with the aid of his long staff, he crept up the narrow 
stai.caae to hia daughter's room, and stood a long time, looking 
at her in silence. ,She did not speak to bim. 

He slept upon a bed made up at the side of hers, upon the 
floor, and the next morning he went out early for his horse, and 
she was taken up and dressed for the jouraey. She spoke to no 
one, and whan the old man had breakfasted, she quietly submitted 
to be carried toward the door. The sight of the street first 
seemed to awaken some reoolleotioD, and suddenly in a whisper 
she called to Mr. Flint. 

" Who is Mr. Flint ?" asked the old man. 

Bosier was at the gate, standing there with hia bat off to bid 
her farewell. She stopped upon the side-walk, and looked around 
liurriedly. 

-- He is not here — I'll wait for bim !" cried Harriet, in a trou- 
bled Toioe, and she let go her fatfaer'a arm and stepped back. 

They took hold of her and drew her toward the wagon, but 
ahe struggled to get free, and moaned like a ohild in grief. Bo- 
aier took her by the band and tried to speak to her, but he 
choked, and the tears oama to bis eyes. Apparently she did not 
know him. 
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A few pawera-by gatJiered aroiuid now, aad it wu necessary 
to lift her into the wagon by force, for the db^tressed btber was 
conftued and embarraased with her strnggles, and tba novel scene 
around him. At the soggestion of tbe mistress of the family, 
Rosier lifted her ia bis arms aad seated her in the chair intended 
for her, but her soreams began to draw & crowd around, and her 
struggles to free herself were so violent, that it was evident the 
old man could never take her home alone. Rosier kindly ofikred 
to aaoompany bim, and m he held her in her seat and tried to 
soothe ber, tbe unhappy father got in beside her and drove away. 

She reached borne. Rosier informed us, in a state of dreadful 
ezhawtion, still calling on the name that hauated ber ; and we 
heard soon after that she relapsed into a brain fever, and death 
■oon came to ber witb a Umely deliverance from ber trouble. 
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Mabei, Wtnue was ihe topmost eparkle on tlie creat of the 
first wave of luxury that swept over New York. Up to her time, 
the aristocratio houses were famiahed with high buffets, bigli- 
baoked aad hair-bottomed maboginy chairs, one or two family por- 
traita, and a silver tray on ihe side-board, cootaiDiog cordials aod 
brandy for morning callers. In the centre of the room hang a 
chandelier of colored lainps, and the ligbtiog of this and the 
hiring of three negroes (to "fatigue," as the French say, a 
olorionet, a base-viol, and a violin) were the only preparations 
necessary for the most distinguished ball. About tbo tiino that 
Mabel left sehool, however, some adventurous pioneer of the 
Dutch hav4f ton ventured upon lamp stands for the corners of the 
rooms, stuffod red benches along the walls, and chalked floors; 
and upon this a, French family of great beauty, residing in the 
lower part of Broadway, ventured upon a fancy ball wilh wax- 
caodles instead of lamps, French di&hes and sweatmcats instead 
of pickled oysters and pink champagne ; and, the door thns 
opened, luxury came in like a flood. Houses were built on a 
new plan of sumptuous arrangement, the ceiling stained in fresco, 
and the columns of the doors within painted in imitation of bronzo 



^dbyGoogle 



MABEL WYNKE. 

and marble ; and at last the climax was topped 1 
who Bent the dimeasioDB of every room in hU n 
upholsterer, in Paris, with carte llancie as to costi 
sud the fourmsieur to come out himself and see 
ment and deooration. 

It was Manhattan tea-time, old style, and vbi 
who had the ]uzary of a little plain furnitare in 
was comfortably taking his toast and hys')Q be 
Wynne was just annonnced as " at home," by the 
and two of her admirers made their higbly-scente 
were led through a suite of Bunirb rooms, lighted 
in alabaster vases, nud u-^ho^'d in at a mirrr: 
where, in a tent of fl jt^d Kilk, with ottomans and 
same stuff, exquisitely arranged, the imperious 
coart of 'teens. 

Mabel Wynne was one of those accidents of fi 
which nataro seems to take delight in misplacing 
like the snperb lobelia flashing among the sedgci 
oriole pluming his daEflJDg wings in the depth of a < 
wajjno less than royal ia allberbelon^nga. Herfi: 
ooDsciousneHs of sway— a sway whose dictates 
in&ncy anticipated. Never a surprise had sti 
pushing eyelids from their deliberateness — n : 
other than the hnmid cloud of a tender and p : 
dimmed those adorable dark eyes. Or, so at lea ] 

She was a fine creature, nevertheless — Mab( I 
she looked to others like a speoimen of snch f : 
workmanship that nothing beneath » palace won < 
home for her 
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"For the present," mM Mr. BelUllnre, one of the gentlemea 
vho entered, "the bird has a fitting cage.'' 

MifiS Wynne onlj Emiled in repl;, and the other gentleman 
took npon himeelf to be the interpreter of her nnezpreased 
tbooght, 

" The eage ia the aoceuorj — not the bird," said Mr. Blythe, 
" and, for mj part, I thiok Miss WyDDe would show better tho 
hnnibler her surronndinga. Aa Perdita upon the greensvard, 
and open to a shepherd's wooing, I shoold inevitably sliog my 
heart upon a orook — " 

" And forswear that formidaUe, impregnable tow of oelibacy P 
interrapted Miss Wynne. 

" I am only supposing a case, and yon are not likely to be a 
shepherdess on the green." But Mr. Blytbe's smile ended in a 
look of clouded revery, and after a few minutes' oon»ersation, ill 
snstuQed by the gentlemen, who seemed each in the other's way, 
they roiie and took their leave — Mr. Bellallure lingering last, for 
he was a lover avowed. 

As the door closed upon her admirer, Miss Wynne drew a let- 
ter from her portfolio, and taming it over and over with a smile 
of abstracted curiosity, opened and read it for the seoond time. 
She had received it that morning from an unknown souree, and m 
it was rather a striking oommanication, perhaps tho reader had 
better know something of it before we go on. 

It commenced without pre&oe, thus : — 

" Od a svmmar morning, twelve years ago, a ehimney sweep, 
after doing his work and sitting his song, commenced bis descent. 
It was the ohimney of a large bouse, and becoming embarrassed 
among the flues, ha lost hia way and found bimaalf on the hearth 
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of a slaepiDg- chamber o«oupied by a cbild. Th< 
breaking ibrougb the curtains of the room, a vaca 
that some one had risen lately, probably the 
sweep, with an irresistible iniptilBe, approached i: 
little sleeper. She lay vith her head upon a zok 
in flaxen curb, and the smile of a draam on her :i 
lips. It was a picture of singular loveliness, am 
the heart of that boy-swe«p, as be stood and 1 
child, knelt to It vith an agooy of worship. The 
bis eyes. He stripped the sooty blanket from 
looked at the ekia white apon his side. The c 
bis condition and that of the fair cbild sleeping be ' 
the blood to bis blackened brow with the hot ra 
knelt beside the bed on which she slept, took 
sooty grasp, and with a ' kiss upon the white ar : 
poured his whole soul with passionate earnestneft 

" Hereafter you may learn, if you wish, the fi 
that boy in the attempt to diminish ihe distance ' 
and him — fur you will have understood that yon ' 
fol cbild be saw asleep. I repeat that it is Iwel 
stood in your chamber. He has seen yon al 
then — watched your going out and coming in — 
heart on your expanding beauty, and informed 
change and development in your mind and cban : 
Intimate knowledge of you, and with the eipa ' 
intellect, his passion baa deepened and 8treD| I 
sesses him now aa life does bis heart, and wil 
But his views with regard to you are changed, i 

" You will pardon the presuuiption of my En 
tttuB my wishes I had only to become youi : 
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Datnral error— for m; agony at realiilng tbe differenoe of onr 
cOD<Utiaaa in life was enouj^h to absorb me at the time — but it U 
ssrpiisiDg to me how loDg that delosion hsted. I am rich now. 
I have lately added to my fortune the last acquisition I thongfat 
desirable. Bat with the thongbt of tbe next thing to be done, 
came like a thnoderboU upon me the fear that after all my efibrts 
you might be destined for auotber ! The thongbt is simple 
enough. Yoa would think that it would have haunted me from 
tbe beginning. Bnt I have either nnconEciousIy ^hut my eyes 
to it, or I have been so absorbed in educating and enriching my- 
self, that that goal only was visible to mc. It was perhaps fortun- 
ate for my perseverance that I was so blinded. Of my midnight 
studies, of my labors, of all my plans, self-denials, and anxieties, 
' you have seemed the reward ! I have never gained a thought, 
never learned a refinement, never turned over gold and silver, 
that it was not a step nearer to Mabel Wynne. And now, that 
in worldly advantages, after twelve years of eSbrt and trial, I 
stand by your side at last, a thousand men who never thou<rht of 
you till yesterday are equal competitors with me for your hand ! 
" But, as I said, my views with regard to you have changed. 
t have with bitter eSbrt, conquered the selfi^bness of this one 
life-time ambition. I am devoted to you, as I have been from tbe 
moment I first saw you — life and fortune. These are sttll yours 
— but without the price at which you might spurn them. My 
person is plain and unattractive. Yon have seen me, and shown 
me no preference. There are others whom you receive with 
favor. And with your glorious beauty, and sweet, admirably 
flweet qualiiiea of character, it would be an ontrago to nature that 
you ehonld not choose freely, and be mated with somelhing of 
your kind. Of those who now surround you I see no one 
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worthy of yon — but he may come ! Jeolouey shall not blind me 
to bis merits. The first mark of year favor (and I shall be 
avare of it) will turn upon him my closest, yet most candid sora- 
tiny. He must love you well — for I shall measure Lis love by 
my own. He must have manly beauty, and delicacy, and honor 
— he must be worthy of jou, iu short — but he need not be rich. 
He who steps between me and you takes the fortune I bad 
amassed for you- i tell you this that you may have no limit in 
your choice — for the worthiest of a woman's lovers is often 
barred from her by poverty, 

" Of coarse I have made no vow agtinst seeking your favor. 
On the contrary, 1 shall lose no opportunity of making myself 
agreeable to jou. It is against my nature to abandon hope, though 
I aui painfully conscious of my inferiority to other men in the qual- 
ities which please a woman. All I have done ts to deprive my 
pursuit of its selfishness— to make it subservient to your happi- 
ness purely — as it still would be were I the object of your pref- 
erence. You will hear from me at any crisis of your feelings. 
Pardon my being a spy upon you. I know you well enough to 
be sure that this letter will be a secret — since I wi:ih it. Adieu.'' 

Habel laid her cheek in the hollow of her hand and mosed 
long on this singular oommuni cation. It stirred her romance, 
but it awakened still more her curiosity. Who was he ? She 
had " seen him and shown bira no preference !" Which could it 
be of the bunderd of her chance-made acquaintances ? She eon- 
jectured at some disadvantage, for " she had come out" within 
the past year only, and her mother having long been dead, the 
visitors to the house were all but recently made known to her. 
She could set aside two-third" of them, as sons of families irdl 
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knomt, bat there were it least a score of othem, sny one of 
whom might, twelve years before, have been «b obsoare aa ber 
anonymous lover. Whoever he might be, Mabel thonght he 
could hardly come into her presence sgaio without betraying him- 
self, and with a pleased smile at the thought of the discovery, she 
again locked up the letter. 

Those were days (to be regretted or not, as you please, dear 
reader '.) when the notable society of New York revolved in one 
self- complacent and clearly -defined circle. Call it a wheel, and 
say that the ceotre was a belle and the radii were beaux — (the 
periphery of oonrse composed of those who could " down with the 
dust"). And on the fifteenth of Jnly regularly and imperatively, 
this fashionable wheel rolled off to Saratoga. 

" Mabel ! my daughter !" said old Wynne, as he bade her 
good night the evening before starting for the Springs, " it is use- 
leas to be blind to the fact that among your many admirers you 
have several very pressing lovers — suiters for your hand I may 
safely say. Now, I do not wish to put any unnecessary restraint 
upon your choice, but as yon are going to a gay place, where you 
ate liktly to decide the matter in your own mind, 1 wish to express 
an opinion. Yon may give it what weight yon think a father's 
judguibnt should have in such matters. 1 do fiol like Mr. Bell- 
ulluce — for, beside my prejudice against the man, we know 
nutbing of his previous life, and be may be a swindler or any- 
thing else. I do like Mr. Blythe — for I have known him many 
years — he comes of a most respectable family, aiid he is wealthy 
and worthy. These two seem to me the most earnest, and you 
apparently give them the most of your time. If the decision is 
to be between them, yoa have ny choice. " Good night, my 
lOTO !" 
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Some penple thinlE it ia owing to the Saratoga val«r. I differ 
from them. Thd water tj an " alterative," it b true — but I 
til ink people do not bo mach alter aa develop at Sara- 
toga. I'he fact U clear enough — that at the Spriugs we ehanga 
our opinions of almost eTery body — but (though it seewB a bold 
supposition at Grst glance) I am inclined to believe it is because 
we see eo much more of them I Knowing people iu the city and 
knowing them at the Sprioga b very much in tbe same line of 
proof as tasting wine and driukiog a bottle. Why, what h a 
week^s history of a city acquaintance ? A morning call thrice a 
week, a diurnal bow iu Broadway, and perhaps a quadrille or two 
in the party eeason. What chance iu that to rnfBe a temper or 
try a weakoess ? At the Springs, now, dear lady, you wear a 
man all day like a shoe. Down at the platform with him to 
drink the waters before breakfast — strolls on the portico with 
him till ten — diives with him to Barheight'a till dinner — lounges 
in the drawing-room with him till tea — dancing and promenading 
with him till midnight — very little short altogether of absolute 
matdmony ; and like matrimony, it is a very severe trial. Tour 
" best fellow" is sure to be found out, and so is your plausible 
f'dlow, your egotist, and your " spoon." 

Mr. Beverly BelJallnre had cultivated the male attractions 
with marked success. At tjmea ha probably thought himself a 
plain man, and an artist who should only paint what could bo 
measured with a rule, would have made a plain portrait of Mr. 
Bellallure. But — the atmosphere of tbe man ! There is a 
physiognomy in movement — there ia aspect in the harmonioQB 
link between mood and posture — there ia expression in tbe face 
of whioh the features are as much a portrait as a bagpipe 
is a copy of a Scotch aoug. Beauty, my dear artist, can not 
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mlwajB b« truislated by canvass and oils. Yon miut paint " the 
magnetia fluid" to get a portrait of some men. Sir Thomas 
Lawrence seldom paint«d auytltiDg else — as jou may see by hb 
pictofQ of Lady Blessingtoa, which is like her witbout having 
copied a siogle feature of her face. Vet an artist would he very 
uiucb surprised if you should offer to sit to bim for your niag- 
iictic atmosphere— though it expresses {does it not?) ezuoti; 
wbal yuu want when you order a picture.' You wish to be 
painted as you appear to those who love you — a picture altogether 
unveoognizablo bj thase who love you not. 

Mr. Bellallui'c, then, was magnetically bandsomfl — positively 
plain. Ue dref^cd with an art beyoud detection. He spent bb 
money as if he could dip it at will out of Pactolus. He was in- 
timate with nobody, and so nobody knew bis history ; bat be wroto 
himself on the register of Cougress Hall as "from New York," 
and he threw all his forces into one unmistakeable demonstration 
— the pursuit of Miss Mabel Wynne. 

But Mr. Bellallure had a formidable rival. Mr. Blythe was 
as mnoh in earnest as he, though be played bis game with a touch- 
and-go freedom, as if ha was prepared to lose it. And Mr. 
Blythe had very maoh snrprised those people at Saratoga who 
did not know that between a very plain man and a very elegant 
inau there is often bat the adding of the rose-leaf to the brim- 
ming jar. He was perhaps a little gayer than in New York, cer- 
tainly a little more dressed, certainly a little more prominent in 
general oonversation — but without any difference that you could 
iwear to, Mr. Blythe, the plain and reliable business man, whom 
everybody esteemed witbout particularly admiring, bad beoonib 
Mr. Blytii* th« model of elc^ruico and ease, the {enttenuta aad 
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eouvorsitiooist par txallenee. And Dobod; could tell how the 
Btatuo could have lain so long imsuspeoted in the in&rble. 

The r&ce for Mias Wjooe'd hand and fortaua was a general 
fiweepstakes, and there were a hundred men at the Springs read; 
to take advantage of anj falling back on the part of the two on 
the lead ; but with Blithe and Bellallure Miss Wjnne herself 
Beemed fulj^ occupied. The latter bad a " friend at court" — 
the belief, kept secret in the fiur Mabel's heart, that he waa the 
romantic lover of whose life and fortune she bad been the inapi- 
ratioa. She was an uuiineDlly romantia girl, with all her strong 
sense ; and the devotba which had proved itself so deep and con- 
trolling was in reality the dominant spoil upon her heart. Sbo 
felt that she most love that man, whatever his outside might be, 
and she construed the impenetrable silence of which Beliallore 
received her occasional hints aa to his identity, into a magnani- 
inouB determination to win her without any advantage from the 
romance of bis position. 

Yet she sometimes wished it had been Mr. Blythe ! The opin- 
ion of her father had great weight with hei ; but, more than that, 
ehe felt iDBtinotirely that he was the safer man to be intrusted with 
a woman's happiness. If there had been a doubt — if her fatber 
had not assured her that " Mr. Bljtho came of a most respecta- 
ble family" — if the seoret had wavered between them — she wonld 
have given up to Bellallare without a sigh. Biythe was every- 
thing she admired and wished for in a hoabaod— but the man who 
had made fUvtselffor htr, by a devotion unparalleled even in her 
reading of fiction, held captive her daaled im^^ation, if not her 
grateful heart. She made constant eSbrta to think only of Bel- 
lallare, bnt the eSbrti were preoeded ominously with a s^h. 

And now Bellallure's star seemed in the aseendant— for si^nt 
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buiinesa tstUei Mr. Wyone to the city, nod on the snoceeding day 
Mr. Blythe foUowBd hiiu, though with m uisurance of apeeJy 
return. Mab«l waa left noder the care of an indulgaQt chaperon, 
who look a pleasure in promoting the happinesR of the snnpoi^ 
lovers; and driving, lounging, waltzing, and promenading, B:.-llal- 
lure pushed hU suit with ardor unremitted. Re was a skillful 
muster of the art of noning, and it would have been a difficult 
woniaa indeed who would not have been pleased with bis society 
— bat the seoret in Mabel'a breast was the sp^il by which he held 
her. 

A week elapsed, and Bellallara pleaded the receipt of unex- 
pected news, and left suddenly for New York — to Mabel's sur- 
prise exacting no promise a; parting, though she felt that she 
should have given it with relnotanoe. The mail of the second 
day following brought her a brief letter from her father, request- 
ing her immediate return ; and more important still, a note from 
her incognito lover. It ran thus : — 

" Ton will recogniia my faandwrking again. I have little to 
say — for I abandon the intention I had formed to comment on 
your apparent preferenoe. Tour happiness is In your own hands. 
Circumstances which will be explained to you, and which will 
excuse this abrupt forwardaegs, oompel me to urge you to an im- 
mediate choice. On your arrival at home, you will meet me in 
your father's house, where I shall call to await you. I oonfeea, 
tremblingly, that I sUll cherl^ib a hope. If I am not deceived — 
if you can consent to love me — if my long devotion is to he re- 
warded — tnkfl my hand when yon meet me, That moment will 
decide the value of my life. But be prepared also to name 
another, if yon love him — for there is a necessity, which I cannot 
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ezpUin to jon tSt ytn faave etiosen 7<mr hnsbaaJ, tliit Ala oTioIm 
ohoald be made on your arriTaL Tnut uid forglre one who hu 
aoloogloredToa!" 

Mabel pondered long on tbis strange letter. Her spirits at 
moments revolted against its apparent dictation, but tbcre was 
tiie assaraoce, irhich she eoold not resist tnuting, that it coald 
be explaioed and forgiven. At all eventn, she was at liberty to 
falfill ila requisitions or not — and she would detnde when the timo 
' Dame. Happy was Mabel — oDoonsciously happy — .n the gcno- 
rosity and delioaoy of her unnamed lover ! Her &ther, by one 
of the sudden reverses of mercantile fortnae, had been stripped 
of his wealth in a day ! Stunned and heart-broken, he knew not 
bow to break it to his daughter, but he had written for her to re- 
turn. His Burapinona house bad been sold over hts bead, yet the 
purohaser, whom he did not know, had liberally offered the use 
of it till his affairs were settled. And, moantinie, his ruin was 
made public. I'he news of it, indeed, had reached Saratoip be- 
fore the departure of Mabel — but tfaore were none wiUing to 
wound her by speaking of it 

The day was one of the sweetest of summer, and as the boat 
ploughed her way down the Hudson, Mabel sat on the deek lost 
in thougbL Her father's opinion of Bellallnre, and his probable 
displeasure at her choice, weighed uncomfortably on her mind 
She turned her thoughts upon Mr. Blytbe, and f>:lt surprised at the 
pl'isure with whieb she remembered his kind manners and his 
trust inspiring look. She begaa to reason with herself more 
calmly than she had power to do with her lovers around her. Sh* 
confessed to herself that Bellallnre might hav* tba romutia pw 
II 
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Berenoaa shown in the caraer of tha ohimDey-sireep, and Btill be 
defioient in qualities neoeauTy to domeatio happinets. There 
seemed to her soroething false about Bellalliire. She coald not 
saj ID what — but be had so impressed her. A long daj's alent 
reSeotioQ deepened this impression, and Mabel arrived at the oitj 
widi changed feeliags. She prepared herself to meet him at ber 
&cher'B house, and sbov him bj her manner that she could ae- 
oept neither his band nor bis fortune. 

Mr. Wjnne nas at the door to receive his daughter, Mid Mabel 
felt relieved, for she thought that his presence would bar all ex* 
planation between herself and Sellallure. The old man embraced 
her with an effusion of tears, which she did not quite nnderttand, 
but he led ber to the drawing-room and closed the door, Mr. 
Bl} the stood before ber ! 

Forgetting the letter — dissociated wholly as it was, in her mind, 
with Mr. Blythe — Mabel ran to him with frank cordiality and gare 
him her hand ! Blythe stood a moment — his hand trembling in 
hers — and as a sospicion of the tmth flashed suddenly on Mabel's 
mind, the generous lover drew her to his bosom and folded her 
passionately in his embraoe. Mabel's Btruggles were aUght, and 
her happiness unexpectedly complete. 

The marriage was like other marriages. 

Mr. Wynne had drawn a little on his imagination in reobtn- 
mending Mr. Blythe to bts daughter as " a young man of most re- 
speetable family." 

Mr. Blythe was the purchaser of Mr. Wynne's superb house, 
and the old man ended hia days under its roof — happy to the last 
in the society of the Blytbes, large ahd little. 

Hr. BeUailnre tamed ont to be a olever adventarer, and bad 
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Mkbol mnrried bim, ehe would have been Mrs. Bell&tlurG No. 2— 
possiblj No. 4, He thought himself too nice b, yoiuig man for 
monopoly, 

I think mj story is told — if yoar imsginatioD has filled np the 
btoratices, that is fai say. 
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• Alltalloii li m In wbloli klndletb u nil Id Uk bramble u In Ui« wk, ud utobaUi 
biM vrbtn It flnt llghuUi. nut irti«« It mar but bum. Ijikt tint mnn-it In tliaalr 

tbelf beaiu npon Tasaili'— Miblowc 

LVfirmant at irbltniTe : la b«nt* «t qnalqne ehou da pins rati «t da plDi lidapan- 
dant du guat ut da I't^UiD."— Li JtitrTiiu, 

Fast and rebokingly rang tlie matins from the towers of St. 
Etienite, and, though unused to wake, much less to pray, at that 
sunrue hour, I felt a compunctious vifiiing as my pontijlioo 
cracked his whip and flew past the saored threshold, over which 
tripped, as if every stroke would be the last, the tardy yet light- 
footed DiBss-goers of Yienoa. It was my first eutrance ioto this 
Foris of Germany, and I stretohed my head from the window to 
look back with delight npoa the fretted gothio pile, so cumbered 
with ornament, yet so light and airy — so vast in the area it cov- 
ered, yet BO oniated in every part with delicate device and scnlp- 
ture. On sped the merciless postillion, and the next moment we 
rattled into the conrt-yard of the hotel. 

I gave my keys to the most falthfn] and inte11i«;ent of valetfr-— 
an English boy of sixteen, promoted from white top-boots end ft 
cabriolet In London, to a plain coat and almost his master's 
friendship upon the continent — and leaving him to find rooms la 
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my taste, make tbem habitable ana get Dreakfast, I retraced my 
waj to ramble a half hour through the aislea of St. Etienoe. 

The lingering bell was still beating its quick and monotonons 
oal), and just before me, foUoned closely by a female domestio, a 
veiled and slightly-formed lady stepped over the threshold of the 
cathedral, and took her waj by the least-frec|nented aiale to the 
altar. I gave a passing glance of admiration at the small ankle 
and dainty ehaussnTe betrayed by her hnrried step ; but remem- 
bering with a slight effort that I had sought the charch with at 
least some feeble intentions of religious worship, I crossed the 
broad nave to the opposite side, and was soon leaning against a 
pillar, and listening to tbe heavenly -breathed music of the volun- 
tary, with a confused, but I trust, not altogether unprofitable feel- 
ing of devotion. 

The peasants, with thsir bnskeln standing beside them on the 
tcsselated floor, couoteil tbeir beads upon tbcir knees ; the mur- 
mur, low-toned and universal, rose through the vibrations of the 
anthem with an accompaniment upon which I have always 
thought the great composers calculated, no less than npon the 
echoing arches, aod atmosphere thickened with ineenae ; and the 
deep-thtoated priest muttered bis Latio prayer, more edifyiog to 
me that it left my thoughts to their own impulses of worship, uu- 
dcmeaned by the irresistible littleness of criticism, and unchecked 
by the tiarrovr bounds of another's comprehension of the Divinity. 

Without being in any leaning of opinion a son of the church of 
Rome, I confess mj sool gets nearer to heaven ; and my religious 
tendencies, dulled and diverted from improfemeut by a life of 
travel and excitement, are more gratefully ministered to, in the 
indistinct worship of the catholics. It seems to me that no man 
oan pray well through the hesitatiag lips of another. The inflated 
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Btvle or rhetorical efforts of many, addressing Heaven with diffi- 
call grauimar aod embarrassed logic— and the weary monotony 
of others, repeating withont interest and apparently witboat 
thongbt, the most solemn appeals to the mercy of the Almighty — ■ 
are imperfect vehicles, at least to me, for a fresh and apprehan- 
aive spii it of worship. The religions architecture of the catholioa 
favors the solitary prayer of the heart. The vflst floor of the 
cathedral, the far reoediog aisles with their solemn light, to which 
penetrate only the iadistinot murmur of priest and penitent, and 
the affeoling wail or triumphant hallelujah of the choir ; the 
tonchiog at^tndes and utter abandonment of all aronnd to their 
unarUculated devotions; the freedom to enter and depart, nn- 
queslioned and unnoticed, and the wonderful impressivenesa of 
the lofty arcbilfioture, clustered with mementoes of death, and 
presenting through every sense, some unobtrusive persuasion to 
the duties of the sput — ell tliese, I cannot but thiuk, are aids, 
not uniiiipurtaQt to devout feeling, nor to the most careless keeper 
of bis creed atid coosciuuce, entirely without salutary use. 

My eye bad been resting unconsciously on the drapery of » 
statue, upon which tbe light of a paintvd oriel window threw the 
mingled dyes of a peacock. It was the figure of an apostle ; and 
ourious at last to see whence the colors came which turned the 
sainrlj garb into a mantle of shot silk, I strayed toward the east- 
ern window, and was studying the gorgeous dyes and grotcKquo 
drawiogof an art lost to the world, when I discovered that I was in 
the neighborhood of the pretty figure that had tripped into church 
M lightly before me. She knelt near the altar, a little forward 
from one of the heary gothio pillars, with her maid beside bor, 
and, oloM behind knelt a gentleman, who 1 observed at a second 
glanoe, was paying his devotions exolusively to the small toot 
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that peeped from the edge of b snowy ptignoir, the didiabille of 
trhioh was oovered and betn^ed hj a Isce-veU andimuitie. As 
I stood thiukiDg what a graceful Btudj her figure woold make 
for % Boulptor, and what ao irreli^oos impertiaence was visible in 
Uie air of the gentleman behind, he leaned forward as if to pros- 
trate his &ce npoD tho pavement, and pressed his lips upon the 
Blender sole of (1 have no doubt) the prettiest shoe in Vienna. 
The nataral aversion which all men have for each otbei as stran- 
gers, was ijuickened in my bosom by a feeling macb more vivid* 
and Eaid to be quite as nDtoral — resentment at any demonstration 
by anoiber of preference for the woman one has admired. If I 
have not mLstakeo baman nature, there b a sort of imsg^oarj 
property which every man feeU In a woman he has looked npon 
with even tba most transient regard, whieb is violated malgri /w, 
by a similar fueling on the part of any other individual. 

Not sure that the gentleman, who had so enddenly become my 
enemy, had any warrant in the lady's oonniraDos for his attea- 
tions, 1 retreated to the shelter of the pillar, and was presently 
satisfied that he was as much a stranger to her as myself, and 
was decidedly annoying her. A slight advance in ber pONtitm to 
escape his contact gave me the opportunity [ wished, and step* 
ping upon the email space between the ekirt of ber dress and tbo 
onlpost of bis ebony cane, I began to study the arotuteataro of 
the roof with great eeriousnesa. The gothio order, it is said, 
sprang f I om tba first attempts at constructing roofs &om tba 
branches of trees, and is more perfect as it imitates more closely 
the natural wilderness with its tall tree-shans and interlacing 
limbs. Wiib my eyes half shut 1 endeavored to transport my- 
self to an American forest, and convert the beams and aoglea 
of this vast gothio structure into a piimitiTe temple of pines, viib 
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tba wtaAiat Mning brokiogl; Ihrongh ; but tbe ddnooB, otber» 
triw eu7 cncM^, wu deatrojed bj tb« obenibs rooating od tha 
noniieoa, uid the ipoatlea And uinta perched u it were in the 
hmtehea ; and, apita of mjmV, I thought it repreaented beat 
Sb^ook'a " wilderaeaa of motiktyB." 

" ^il vow plait, mownntr f Mid tbft gentleman, palling ma 
bj tbe putftloons aa I was losng myttil in tbesa iU-timed ap«- 



I locked down. 

" Fowa mt giMX, aMMnOH- f ' 

'*J'^ not hit* turt, mon$ieurP' — and I resmed mj atody 
«( tba roof, taming gndoftllj round till taj heels wore agamst 
hia kneea, and baoking foti pat. 

It hat often ooonrred to me as a defect in tbe aystein of civil 
jnstioe, that the time of tbe da; at which a orinie is committed is 
narer taken into aoeoant by jadge or jury. Tbe buniora of an 
•mpty alomaeh aot so energetically on the judgment and temper 
of a maa, and the same act appears so differently to him, fluting 
aad full, that I prMame an uiqniry into tbe snbjeot woald prove 
tbst few oflenees gainst law and bnman pity were ever perpetra- 
ted by i^lsins wbo bad dined. In tbe adTcntore before ns, the 
beM-^pooed reader will condemn my interference in a Btranger** 
^Untries as impertinent and qnixotio. Later in tbe day, I 
abonid as soon have tbongbt of ordering water-cresses for tha 
gentleman's dMon aux fruffa. 

X was ealling myself to account sometbing after the above 
IWbbm, tbs gentleman la qneation standing near me, dmmming 
Od bb boAt with bis ebony cane, when the lady rose, threw her 
KMBry over her neck, and turning to me with a graoefnl smile, 
•oarMod aUghtiyaad diu^ peared. Z «u ptniok » oseeedisg^y 
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with the inteDBe melancholy in the expreBsion of the faco — an 
expreieioa ao totally at rariaoce with the elasticity of the step, 
and the promtae of the slight aod riarite figare and air — that I 
quite forgot I had drawn a quarrel on myself, and was loitering 
slowly toward the door of the church, when the gentleman I had 
offended touched me on the arm, and in the politest manner pos- 
sible reqoested my address. We exchanged cards, and I hastened 
borne to breakfast, muaiag on the facility with which the current 
of our daily life may bo thickened. I fancied I had a new love 
on my hands, and I was tolerably sure of a quarrel— jet 1 bad 
been in Vienna but fifty-four minutes by Bregnet. 

My breakfast was waiting, and Peroie had found time to turn 
a comb through bis brown curia, and get the dust off his gititers. 
He was tall for his age, and (unaware to himself, poor boy!) 
every word and action reflected upon the handsome seamstress 
in Cranbourna Alley, whom be oalled his mother — for he showed 
blood. His father was a gentleman, or there is no trntb in tho- 
rough-breeding. As I looked at him, a diffionltj vanished from 
mj mind. 

" Peroie !" 

" Get into yonr best suit of plain clothes, and if a foreigner 
taXla on ma thin morning, come in and forget that yon are valeL 
I have oooasion to use you fbr a gentleman." 

" Yes, «r !" 

" Hlj pistols are clean, I presnme }" 

" Ym, sir !" 

I wrote a letter or two, read a volume of " JVi jamait, «t tou- 
jonrt^ and about noon a captain of dragoons was announced, 
brii^psg me dia expMted cartel. Ptfcie -same in, tceading (^n- 
Ija 
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geT]j in a pair of tight French boots, bnt behaving exceedingly 
like a gentlcmaD, and after a little conversation, managed on his 
part strictly according to my ins tractions, he took hia cane and 
vralked off with his friend of the steel scabbard to become ac- 
qvaioted with the ground. 

The gray of a heavealy summer morning was brightening 
above the chimneys of the fair city of Vienna as I stepped into a 
eaUchi, followed by Percie. With a special passport (procnred 
by the politeness of my antagonist) we made oar sortie at that 
early honr from the gates, and crossing the glaeu, took the road 
to the banks of the Danube. It was bnt a mile from the city, 
and the mist lay low on the face of the tronbled cnrrent of the 
river, while the towers and pinnacles of the silent capital out the 
sky in clear and sharp lines — as if tranqnilUty and pnrity, those 
itntnacutate band-mudens of nature, had tired of ionoeence and 
their mistress — and slept in town ! 

J bad taken some coffee and broiled chicken before starting, 
and (removed thns from the category of the savage unbreakfast- 
ed) I was in one of those moods of universal benevolenee, said 
{erroneously) to be produced only by a clean breast of milk diet. 
I could have wept, with Wordsworth, over a violet. 

My opponent was there with his dragoon, and Percie, cool and 
gentleman like, like a man who *' had serred," looked on at tba 
loading of the pistols, and gave me mine with a Teiy firm hand, 
but with a moisture and anxiety in his eye which I have remem- 
bered since. We were to fire any time after the counting of 
three, and having no malice against my friend, whose imperti- 
nenoe toa lidy was (really '.) no business of mine, I intended, of 
course, t« throw away my fire. 

The first word was given and 1 looked at my antagonist, who, 
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I naw at a glance, had no such gentle intentions. He wu talcing 
deliberate aim, aod in tbe four seconds that elapsed between tbi 
remaiaing two words, I changed my mind (one thinks so faatwhen 
his leisure ia limited !) at least twenty limes whether I ahonld fire 
at him or no- 

" TroU .'" pronounced the dragoon, from a throat like a trom- 
bone, and Fith the last thought, up flew my hand, and aa mj pis- 
tol discharged in the air, my friend's shot struck upon a large 
turquoise which 1 wore on my third Soger, and drew a alight 
pencil-line across my left organ of causality. It was well aimed 
for niy temple, but the ring had sarcd me. 

Friend of those days, regretted and unforgotten ! days of the 
deepest sadness and heart-heaviness, yet Bomehow dearer in 
remembrance than all the joys I can recall — there was a talisman 
in thy parting gift thou didst not think would be, one day, my 

" You will bo able to wear your bair over the scar, sir !" siud 
Pereie, coming up and pnttiog his finger on the wound. 

" itlonsienr !" said the dragoon, advancing to Fercie after a 
short conference with bis principal, and looking twice as fierce 
a^ before. 

" Monsieur!" said Pereie, wheeling short npou him. 

" My friend is not satisfied. He preaomes that monsieur 
C Aiislaii wishes to trifle with him." 

■' Thpn let your friend take care of himself," said I, rou.sed by 
the unprovoked murderousness of the feeling. " Load the pistols, 
Pereie ! In my country," I continued, turning to the dragoon, 
" a man is disgraced who fires twice upon an antagonist who has 
spared him ! Yoar friend is a ruffian, and the consequences ha 
on bifl own haed !" 
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We took onr places and the 6nt word ma giv^Oi when s mta 
dashed betweeo oi od horact>ack at top-speed. The Tioleaoe with 
vhioh he drew reia brought his horse upon hU haunches, and he 
was on hU feet in half a bretth. 

The idea that he was an officer of the police was immediately 
dissipated bj hia step and air. Of the finest atbletio form 1 had 
ever seen, agile, graceful, and dressed pointedly well, there wu 
still KD indefinable something about him, either above or below ft 
gentleman — which, it was difficult to say. His features were 
alight, &ir, and, except a brow too heavy for then and a lip of 
singular and (I thought] habitual defiance, almost feminine. His 
hair grew long and had been loigni, probably by more oaressing 
fingers than his own, and bia rather silken mustache was glossy 
with some odoreot oil. As he approached me and took my hand, 
with a clasp like a smith's vice, I observed these oircnnistanoes, 
and ooald have drawn bis portrait without ever seeing him again — 
so marked a man was be, in every point and featjure. 

His business w:ib soon explained. He was ^e busbaod of the 
Iftdy my opponent had insulted, and that pleasant gentleman 
could, of course, make no objection to his taking my place. [ 
officiated as lentr/ia, and, as tbey took their position, I anticipated 
for the dragoon and myself the trouble of carrying them both ofF 
the field. I had a practical assurance of my friend's pistol, and 
the stranger was not tbe looking man to miss a bur's breadth of 

The word was not fairly off ray lips when both pistols oraoked 
like one discharge, and high into the ur sprang my revengeful 
oppoDcnt, and dropped like a clod upon the gmss. The straager 
opened his waistcoat, thrust his fore-Gnger into a wonnd in his 
left breaat, and slightly closing hia teeth, poshed a bullet through, 
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which had been cheeked by the hone and lodged in the flesh neu 
the skin. The surgeon who had acoompanicd my nafortanalo 
antagonbt, left the hod;, which he had found beyond hia art, and 
readily gave his aasiaCaoee to stanch the blood of my preserver ; 
and jumping with the latter into mj caliche, I put Percie upon 
the stranger's horse, and we drove back to TieoDa. 

The market people were crowdiog in at the gate, the meriy 
peasant girls glanced at as with their bine, Gennan ej-ex, the 
ebopmen laid out their gay wares to the street, aod the tide of 
life ran on aa busily aod as gayly, thoagh a drop had been ex- 
tracted, within scarce tea minutes, from its quickest vein. I felt 
a revulsioii at my heart, and grew faint and eiok. Is a human 
life — is my life worth auytbiag, even a thoaght, to my fellow- 
creaturea ' was tie hitter question forced upon my soul. How 
icily and keenly the nQoonscioos indifferenoe of the world pene- 
trates to the nerve and marrow of him who suddenly realizes it. 

We dashed through the kohl-market, and driving into thepnrfr- 
coc&ere of a dark-looking house in one of the cross streets of that 
quarter, were ushered into apartments of eztraordioary magnifi- 
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CHAPTER n. 



"What do yoo want, Percie i" 

He iru walking into the room with all the deliberate politenssi 
of a '* gold-etick-in-waiting-" 

** I beg pardon, sir, but I was asked to walk up, and I was not 
rare whether I was still a gentlemAQ." 

It instantly strnek me that it might aeem rather infra dig to 
the ohevalier (my new friend bad thus annoanoed bimaelf } to have 
had a valet for a second, and as be immediately after entered tbe 
room, hsTiag stepped below to give orders about his borse, t pre- 
sented Percie as a gentlemaD and my friend, and resumed myol>- 
serration of tbe lingular apartment in whioh I fonnd myself. 

The effect on coming first in at the door, was that of a small 
and lofty chapel, where the li};ht stm^gled in from an nnseen 
aperture above the altar. There were two windows at the far- 
ther extremity, bnt curtained so beivily, and set so deeply into 
the wall, that 1 did not at first observe the six richly -carpeted 
steps which led np to them, nor the lusarionsly cnsbioned seats 
on either udo of the easement, within tbe niche, for those who 
would mount thither for fresh air. The walls were tapestried, 
bnt very ragged and dusty, and the floor, thongh*there were seve- 
ral thicknesses of the heavy-piled, small, Turkey carpets laid 
loosely over it, was irregalar and sunken. The corners were 
heaped with various articles I Could not at first distinguiah. My 
host fortunately gave me an opportunity to gratify my curiosity 
by frequent abseooes, under tbe bonsckeeper's apology (odd I 
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tbonglit for a chev&lier) of expediting breakfast ; aod with the 
aid of Feroic, I tumbled hia chattels about with all neoesaary 
freedom. 

" That," gaid the chevalier, entering, as I tnrned out the face 
of a freah colored picture to the light, " is a capo ^optra of a 
French artist, who painted it, as joa may eaj, by the gleam of 
the dagger." 

" A cool light, as a painter woald say !" 

" He was a cool fellow, sir, and would have handled a broad- 
sword better than a pencil." 

Percie stepped np while I was examiuiDg the exquisite fioish 
of the picture, and asked very respectfully if the chevalier would 
give him the particulars of the story. It was a full length por- 
trait of a young and excesaively beantifnl girl, of apparently 
scarce fifteen, entirely nude, and lying upon a black velvet oouob, 
with one foot laid on a broken diadem, and her right hand press- 
ing a wild- rose to her heart. 

" It was the fancy, sir," continued the chevalier, " of a bold 
outlaw, who loved the only daughter of a noble of Hungary." 

"Is this the lady, sir?" ashed Fercie, in his poEteat valet 
French. 

The chevalier hesitated a moment and looked over bis shoul- 
der, as if be might be overheard. 

" This is she — copied to the miouteat shadow of a hair ! He 
was a bold outlaw, gentlemen, and had plumed the lady from her 
father's oaatle with bis own hand." 

" Against her will ?" interrupted Farcie, rather energetieally. 

" No !" scowled the chevalier, as if bis lowering brows had 
artjcalated the word, " by her own will and connivanoo ; for dm 
loved him." 
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Percie <^w a long breatb, tmd looked more oloselj at the tapet 
limbs uid the ezqnisitel^-ebiaelled features of the bee, wbieh 
was tnraed over the ahoulder with a look of timid shame ioimita- 
b)y fans to nature. 

" She loTcd bim," coutiiraed oar fierce narrator, who, I almost 
began to suspect naa the ontlav bimself, hj the energy with 
which be enfiirced the tale, " and after a moonlight ramble or 
two with bim in the forest of her father's domain, she fled and 
became his wife. Yon are admiring the hair, sir ! It is aa lux- 
uriant and glossy now I" 

" If you please, sir, it is the TiUain himself !" aaid Percie in 
an nndertone. 

" Bref," continued the efaeTalier, either not understanding 
English or not heeding the interrnption, " an odventarous painter, 
one day bantiag the piotnresque in the neighborhood of the out- 
law's retreat, aarprised this fair creature bathing iu one of iJie 
loneliest mono tain -streams in Hungary. His art appeared to be 
bis first paasion, for he hid himself in the trees and drew her as 
she stood dallying on the margin of the amall pool in which tbo 
brook loitered ; and so busy was he with his own work, or aosoft 
was the mountain moss under its master's tread, that the outlaw 
looked, nnperccived the while, over bis shoolder, and fell ia Iotq 
anew with the admirable oounterfeiL She looked like a nuad, 
air, new bom of a dew-drop and a violet." 

I nodded an assent to Percie. 

" The sketch, excellent as it seemed, was still uDfinished, when 
the painter, enamored as he might well be, of these sweet limba, 
glossy witli tlie shining water, flung down his book and Bprug 
ioward her. The outlaw » 
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" Strnck him to the beirt ? Oh Hesren I" Bftid Per^, oover- 
ing his ejes as if he oould see the marder. 

" No ! he was a student of the hnman soni, and deferred kit 
Tengeanoe. " 

Fcrcie looked ap and listened, like a man whose wits were per- 
fectly abroad. 

" He was not nDwilling, dnce her person bad been seen irre- 
trievabl;, to koow how his shrinking Iminild (this was her 
name of melody) would have escaped hid she been fonod alone." 

" The paJDter" — prompted Pereie, impatient for the seqael. 

" The painter fiew over rock and broke, and sprang into the 
poo) io which she was half immersed ; and roybraTe girl " 

He hesitated, for he had betrayed himself. 

" Ay — she is mi'M, gentlemen ; and I am Yvun, the ontlaw^ 
my brave wife, I say, with & single bound, leaped to the roek where 
her dress was coaoealed, seised a short spear which she need as k 
staff in her olimbiog rambles, and struck it throufth his shoolder 
as he pnrsiied !'' 

' Bravely done !" I thought aloud. 

" Was it not ? I came up the next moment, bnt the spear 
stnck in his shoulder, and I could not fall upon a wounded man. 
We carried him to our ruined castle in the monnbuns, and while 
my Iminild^oured her own wound, I sent for his punts, imd let 
him finish hia bold beginning with a diSerenoa of mj own. Ton 
see the picture." 

" Was the painter's love cured with Eus wound !" I asked with 
a smile. 

" No, by St Stephen ! He grew ten times more enamored U 
he drew. He was m fierce as a welk hawk, and as wSltng to 
quHrrel for hia prey. I oould have driren my daggtr to Us hetrl 
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a, hnnilred dmea for the mutter of hia Upa aad the flash of bis 
d&rk eyes m lie fed his. gaie upon her ; bnt be finuhed the pky 
tnre, and I gave him k fur Oeld. He ohoH the broftd-eword, and 
backed awaj at me like a man." 

" And the reault" — I asked. 

" I am here !" replied the ontlaw signifioantly. 

Peroie leaped npoo the carpeted steps, and pnshed back the 
window for fresh air ; and, for myself, I scarce knew how to act 
ander the roof of a man, who, tbongh he confessed himself an out- 
law and almost an asstsrin, was bound to me by the tiea of our 
own critical adveDtiire, and had confided bis condition to me with 
so ready a reliance on my honor. In the midst of my dilemma, 
while I wfts pretending to occnpy myself witb examining a silver 
mounted ^nd peaked saddle, which I fonnd behind the piotore 
in the comer, a deep and unpleasant voice announoed breakfast 

" Wolfea is rather a grim chamberlain," said the chevalier, 
bowing with the grace and smile of the soHcst conrtier, " but he 
win usher yon to breakfast, and I am sure yon etand in need of it. 
For myself, I cotild eat worse meat than my grandfather, with 
tins appetite." 

' Pereie gave me a look of inquiry and uneasiness when he fonnd 
we were to follow the rough domestic through the dark corridors 
of the old honse, and through his under-bred politeness of ionist- 
ing on following his host, I could soo that he was unwilling to 
trust the outlaw with the rear ; but a massive and broad door, 
flDDg open at the end of the passage, let in upon us presently the 
cool and fresh tir from a northern exposure, and stepping forward 
^ckly to the threshold, we beheld a picture which changed tba 
•urrent and oolor of our thonj;hta. 
' Ib ibe bottom of an excavated area, which, as well as I ooold 
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JuiJge, mast be forty feet below tho lerel of the oouit, laj a small 
and autiqae garden, brilliant with the must oosll; floirerB, and 
aooled by a foaDtaio gushing trom nndei- the foot of a nymph in 
marble. The spreading tops of aix alleys of lindens reaching to 
the level of the street, formed a Uring roof to the grot-like depths 
of the garden, and conoealed it from all Tien bat that of persons 
desoending like oorselves from the house ; while, instead of walla 
to shut in this paradise in the heart of a city, sharply inclined 
shipea of greea-;)ward leaoed in uader the branches of the lin'lens, 
and completed the f^iry-like cDolosare of shade and verdare. As 
we descended the rose-laden steps and terraces, I observed, that, 
of the immense profusioa of flowers in the area below, nearly all 
were costly exotics, whose pots were set in the earth, and proba- 
bly brought away from the sunshiae only when ia high bloom ; 
and as we rouaded the spreading basin of the fuuntaia which 
broke the' perspeo tire of the alley, a table, which had been con- 
cealed by the marble nymph, sod a skilfully-disposed array of 
rhododendrons, lay just beneath our feet, while a lady, whose fea- 
tures I could not fail to remember, smiled up from her couch of 
crimson cashions and gave as a graoefal welcome. 

The same taste for depth which had been shown in the room 
sunk below tho windows, and the garden below the street, was 
continued in the kind of marble divan in which we were to breuk- 
fat^t Four steps descending from the pavement of tbe alley in- 
troduced us into a circular excavation, whose marble seats, cov- 
ered with onshions of crimson silk, sorrounded a table laden with 
the substantial viands which are comoion to a morning meal in 
Vienna, and smoking with ooSee whose aroma (Percie agreed with 
me) exceeded even the tabs roses in grateful sweetness. Between 
the etishions at oar backs and the pavementfi just above the IcTel of 
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onr be&dR, were piled circles of thickly floworina geraninmi, wKieh 
eDcloscd iia id rings of perfdme, and, pottriog from tbe cap of a 
sculptured flower, held in the hand of the nymph, a smooth Btream 
like a silver rod gupplied a ohanoel grooved aronnd the centre oi 
the marble table, through whioh tha bright water, with the im- 
pulse of its descent, made a swift rcvolation and disappeared. 

It was a scene to give memory the He if it could have recalled 
the bloodshed of tbe morniog. The green light fiecked down 
through the lofty roof upon tbe glittering and singing water ; a 
nightingale in a recess of the garden, gargled through his wires 
■s if iotoiicatL'd with tbe congenial twilight of his prison ; the 
heavy-cupped flowers of the tropics nodded with the rain of the 
fountain spray. Tbe distant roll of wheels in the neighboring 
streets oame with an assurance of reality to this dream land, yet 
softened by tbo unreverberatlng roof and an air crowded with 
flowers and trembling with tbe pulsations of falling water. The 
lowering forehead of the outlaw cleared up like a sky of June 
after a thunder-shower, and his voice grew gentle and caressing ; 
and the delicate mistress of all (by birth, Countess Iioioild), a 
creature as slight tie Psyche, and as white as the lottia, whose 
flexile stem served ber for a bracelet, welcomed us with her soft 
voice and hnroid eyes, and saddened by the event of the morning, 
liinked on ber huaband with a tenderness thatwonld have assoiled 
liei' of her uns against delicacy, I thought, even in the mind of 
an angel. 

" We live, like troth, here, in tbe bottom of a well," said the 
countess to Percie, as she gave him his coffee ; " how do you like 
my whimsical abode, sir ?" 

" I should like any place where you were, Miladi .'" he answered, 
blushing and stealing bis eyes across at me, either to doubt how 
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(ax be mij!;ht presume upon bis Dew obaraoter, or suspecting tbst 
I Bhould sDiile at his gallaatrj. 

Tbe outlaw gl&noed bis eyea over tbe curling head of the boy, 
iriih one of those just perceptible smiles which developed, oo- 
casionally, in great beaaty, the gentle spirit in his bosom ; antl 
Imiuild, pleased witb the compliment or the blush, threw off her 
pensive mood, and assumed, in an instant, the ooquettish air which 
had attracted my notice as she stepped before me into the cboroh 
of St Etienne. 

" ¥00 bad bard work," she said, " to keep up with your long- 
legged dragoon yesterday, Monsieur Percie !" 

"Miladir" he answered, with a look of inquiry, 

" Oh, I was behind you, and my legs are not much longer than 
yours. How be atrided away with bis long spurs, to be sure ! Do 
jou remember a smart young gentleman with a blae cap that 
walked past you on tho glacU occasionally ?" 

" Ah, with laoed boots,' like a Hungarian ?" 

" I see I am ever to be known by my foot," said she, putting 
it out upon tbe cushion, and turoiog it about with naive admira- 
tion ; " that poor captain of the imperial guard paid dearly for 
kissing it, holy virgin!" and she crossed herself and was silent 
for a uiomcot 

" If I might take tbe freedom, chevalier," I said, " pray how 
came 1 indebted to your assistance in this affair?" 

*' Iniinild has partly eiplained," he answered. " She knew, of 
course, that a ohalleage would follow your interfcrenoc, and it 
was very easy to know that an officer of some sort would take a 
_ message in the course of the morning to Le Piinee Charles, tho 
only hotel frequented by tho English d'y.n certain geru, 

I bowed to tho compliment. 
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" Ammg ID Vienna late last niglit, I fauad Iminild (who bad 
followed thw gentleman and the draj[oin unperceived) in posses- 
sion of all the circnmstanoes ; and, but for oversleeping mjself 
tbb morning, I should have saved your tnrqnoise, man seigneur f" 

" Have you lived here long, Miladi r" asked Peroie, looking np 
into her eyes with (in unconscious passion ateness which made tho 
countess Iniinild color slightly, and bite her lips to retain an ex- 
pression of pleasure. 

"I have not lived long anywhere, sir!" she answered half 
archly, *' but 1 played in this garden when not much older than 
you!" 

Fercie looked confused and polled up his cravat. 

" This house,'' said the chevalier, willing apparently to spare 
the countess a patDfal narralioD, "is tbe pi'cpertyof the old count 
Ildefort, my wife's father. He has long ceased to visit Vienna, 
and has left it, he supposes, to a stiangcr. When Imiaild tires 
of the forest, she comes here, and I join her if I can find time. 
1 must to the saddle to-morrow, by St. Jacques !" 

The word had soaroe died on his lips when tlie door by which 
' we had entered the garden was Sung open, and the measured 
tread of gens-rTarmei resounded in tlie corridor. The first man 
who stood out upon tbe upper terrace was the dragoon who had 
been second to my opponent. 

" Traitor and villain !" mattered the outlaw between his teeth, 
" I thought I remembered you ! It is that false comrade Bertbold, 
Imioild I"" 

Yvaia had risen from tho table as if but to stretch bis legs ; 
and drawing a pistol from his bosom he cocked it as he quietly 
Btepped up into the garden. I saw at a glance that there was do 
chance for his escape, and laid my hand on his arm. 
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" Chevalier !" I said, " anrrender, ud trust to oppOTtnnity. It 
is m&dness to resist hero/ 

" Yvaia" said Iniioild, in a bir 7oioe, fljiag to hia dde u she 
compreheaded his iotcntioo, " leave me that vengeaDCe, mod tr; 
the parapet. I'll kill Mm before he sleeps ! Quiok ! Ah, 
Hearens !'' 

The dragoon had turned at that instant to 6j, and With sud- 
denness of thought the pistol flashed, and the traitor dropped 
heavily on the terrace. Springing like a cat np the elope of 
gteen sirard, Yvain stood an instant on the summit of tbe wall, 
hesitating where to jump beyon 1, and in the next moment rolled 
heavily back, stabbed tliiou ,Ii .lEid through with a bayonet from 
the opposite side. 

The blood left the lips and cheek of Iminild ; but without « 
word or a eign of terror, she sprang lo the side of the fallen out- 
law and lifted him up against her knee. The gens-d'armes rushed 
to the spot, but the subalterii who aommiuided them yielded in- 
stantly to my wish that they should retire to tbe skirts of the 
gj^den ; and sending Peroie to the fountain for water, we bathed 
the lips and forehead of the dying man and set him against tfie 
sloping parapet. With one hand grasping the dress of Iminild 
and the other olasped in mine, he struggled to speak. 

" The cross !'' he gasped, " the (;ross !" 

Iii.inild drew a silver eruciSz from her bosom. 

" Swear on this," he aaid, patting it to my lips and speaking 
irith terrible energy *' swear that you will protect her while yon 
live!" 

"I swear!" 

He akui our bands together convulsively, gasped slightly u U 
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ha woald ipMk again, aod, in another instant, snok, relaxed and 
lifeless, on the shoulder of Iminild, 



CKAPTEB m. 

The fate and history of Ttud, tbe ontlair, heoamc, on the 
following day, the talk of Vienna. He had heen long known as 
the daring horse-stealer of Hnnvarj ; and, thoagh it whb not 
donbted that his swaj wai exercised over plunderers of everj de- 
seription, even pirates npon' the high Bcaa, his own oonrage and 
address were prineip&lly applied ta the robbery of the well-gnarded 
steeds of the emperor and his nobles. It was said that there was 
not a horse in the dominions of Anstria whose qnalities and breed- 
ing were not known to him, nor one he oared to have which was 
not in his concealed stables in the forest. The moat incredible 
stories were told of his horsemanship. He would so disgnise the 
animal on whioh he rode, either by forcing him into now paces or 
by other arts only known to himself, that he would make the toar 
of the Glacis on the emperor^s best horse, newly stolen, nnaus- 
peoted even by the royal grooms. The roadsters of bb own troop 
were the best steeds bred on the banks of the Danube ; but 
althongh always in the highest condition, they wonld never have 
been suspected to have been worth a Borin till pnt upon their 
mettle. The extraordinary esoapea of his band from the vijjitant 
and well moanted gau-d'arma were thus accounted for ; and, in 
moat of the villages in Austria, the people, on some market-day 
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or other, Iisd seen a bo(]y of apparently ill-moantcd peaeantii 
Bnddeoly f^tart off with the speed of ligbtoiDg at the appcaranoe 
of gens-d'aTfna, and, fljiog over feDOe and wall, draw a atraight 
eoorse for the mountains, distanoiag their pursuers with the ease 
of Bwalloirs on the wing. 

After the death of YTain in the garden, 1 had been foroed 
wiUi Percie into a carriage, standing in the conrt, and aooom- 
panted by a gii'>''d, driven to nij hotel, where I was given to un- 
derstand that I was to remain under arrest till further orders. A 
sentinel at the door forbade all ingress or egress ncept to the 
people of the house ; a circnmstanoe which was oaly distressing 
to me, as it precluded my inquiries after the conotcss Tminild, of 
whom common rnmor, the servaDts informed me, made not the 
dightest mention. 

Four days after this, on the relief of the guard at noon, a sub- 
altern entered my room and informed me that I was at liberty. I 
instantly made preparations to go out, and was drawing on my 
boots, wheo Peroie, who bad not yet recovered from the shock of 
his arrest, entered in some alarm, and informed me that one of 
the royal grooms was iu the court with a letter, whiuh he would 
deliver only into my own hands. He had orders beside, he said, 
not to leave his saddle. Wondering what new leaf of my destiny 
was to tarn over, I went below and received a letter, with ap- 
parently the imperial seal, from a well-dressed groom iu the livery 
of the emperor's brother, the king of Hungary. He was mounted . 
on a compact, yet fine-limbed horse, and both horse and rider 
were as still as if ont in marble. 

I returned to my room and broke the seal. It was a letter 
from luioild, and the bold bearer was an outlaw disguised ! She 
had heard that I was to ba released that morDing, and deEired 
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me to ride oat on the ro&d to Grati. In a postoript she be^ed 
I would reqaest Slonsieur Percie to aocompanj me. 

I sent for horses, and wiiihing to be left to my own thoughts, 
ordered Percie to fall behind, and rode slowly out of the sou&ern 
gftte. If the conotefis IminJld were safe, I bad enough of the adren- 
ture for mj taste. My oath bound me to protect this wild and 
unaezed woman, but farther iDteroourse with a baud of outlaws, 
or farther peril of my head for no reason that either a court of 
gallantry or of justice wonld recognize, waa beyond my UBual 
programme of pleasant events. The road was a gentle ascent, 
and with the bridle on the neok of my hack I paced tboughtfnlly 
on, till, at a slight turn, we stood at a fair height above Vienna. 
*' It is a beautiful city, sir," said Perde, riding up. 
"How the deuce coald she have escaped f" said I, thinking 
aload. 

" Has she escaped, sir .' Ah, thank Heaven !" exolumed the 
passionate boy, the tears rushing to his eyes 

" Why, Percie !" I said with a tone of surprise which called a 
blush into his face, " have you really found leisare to fall in love 
amid all this imbroglio ?" 

" I beg pardon, my dear master !" he replied in a confosed 
voice, '' I scarce know what it b to fall in love ; bat I would die 
for Miladi Iminild." 

" Not at all an impossible sequel, my poor boy ! But wheel 
about and touch your hat, for hero comes soma one of the royal 
femily!" 

A horseman was approaching at an easy canter, over the 
broad and anfenced plain of table-land which overlooks Vienna 
Mt the Math, attended by six mounted serranta in the white ker- 
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■ajmere frocks, braided with the two-lieaded black eagle, irhioh, 
distJQgaiah the membere of the imperi&I hoasehold. 

The carriages on the road stopped while he pused, the foot 
passengers toachod their caps, and, as be came near, I perceived 
that he wae glij^ht and young, bnt rode with a coofidence and a 
grace Dot often attained. Ilia horse bad the subdued, half-ficiy 
action of an Arab, and Percie nearly dropped from bie saddle 
when the youog horseman suddenly drove in his spurs, and with 
almost a single vault stood motioQless before ua. 

" Monsieur !" 

*' Madame la Conlesse .''' 

I was uncertain how to receive her, and took refuge in civility. 
Wbutber she would be overwhelmed with the reeolleotion of 
Yvain's death, or had put away the thought altogether with her 
masculine firmness, was a dilemma for which the eccentric con- 
tradictions of her character left me no probable solution. Motion- 
ing with ber band after saluting me, two of tbe party rode back 
and forward in different directions, as if patrolling ; and giving a 
look between a tear and a smile at Purcie, she placed her hand in 
mine, and shook off ber sadness .wiib a stroog effort. 

" You did not expect so large a srdle with your protegit," she 
said, ralher gayly, after a moment. 

" Oo I understand that you come now to pnt yourself under 
my protection ?" I asked in reply. 

" Soon, bnt not now, nor here. I have a hundred men at the 
foot of Mount Semeriog, whoee future fate, in some important 
respects, none can decide hut myself. Yvain was always pre- 
pared for this, and everything is ea train. I come now but to 
appoint a place of meeting. Quick ! my patrol oomes io, and 
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wma ona approaches whom we must iy. Can yoa await mo at 
Grata ?" 

" I can Md wiU !" 

Shu put her alight hand to my lipa, waved a kiss at Percie, and 
away with the speed of wind, flew her swift Arab over tho 
pUiD, followed by the six horsemen, every one of whom seemed 
part of the animal that carried IiiiD — be rodo so admirably. 

The slight figure of Iminild in the cIosc-fittiDgdressof a Hunga- 
rian piige, her jacket open and ber beautiful limbs perfectly defined, 
silver fiinges at her ankles and waist, and a row of silver buttons 
gallonni down to the instep, her bright, flashing eyes, her short 
curls escaping from bar cap and tangled over her left temple, 
with the gold tassel, dirk and pistol at her belt, and spurs upon 
her beels — it was an apparition I had scarce time to realize, but 
it seemed painted on my eyes. Tbe cloud of dust which fol- 
lowed their rapid flight faded away as 1 watched it, but I saw bei 
Btill. 

" Shall I ride back and order post-borsea, sir f " asked Percie, 
standing up in his stirrups. 

" No ; but yon may order dinner at six. And Percie !" he 
was riding away wiib a gloomy air ; "' you may f^ to the police 
and get otir passports for Veniae." 

" By the way of Grata, sir f 

" Yes, simpleton !" 

There Is a difference between sixteen and twenty-six, I thought 
to myself, as the handsome boy flogged his horse into a gallop. 
Tbe time is gone when I could love without reason. Yet I 
remember when a feather, stuck jauntingly into a bonnet, would 
'bave made any woman a princess ; and in those days, Heaven 
help us ! I should have loved thb woman more for her gaUiard- 
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ix€ than ten times ft prettier one with all tbo vir':nes of Doroaa. 
For wiiioh of mj sins am I made guardian to a robber's wife, I 
wonder ! 

The heavy German postillions, with their cooked hata and yel- 
low ooatfi, got us over the ground after a manner, and toward the 
. Eunset of a summer's evening the tall castle of Gratz, perched on 
& pinoacle of rock in the centre of a vast plain, stood up holdly 
against the reddening sky. The rich fields of Styria were ripen- 
ing to an early harvest, the people sat at their doors with the look 
Iff household happiness for which the inhahitants of these '' des- 
potic countries'' are so remarkable ; and now and then on the 
road the rattling of steel scabbards drew my attention from 
a book or a revery, and the mounted troops, so perpetually seen 
on the hroad roads of Austria, lingered slowly past with their dust 
and ha^age- trains. 

It had been a long summer's day, and, contrary to my usnal 
practice, I had not mounted, even for half a post, to Percie's 
side in the ramble. Out of humor with fate for having drawn 
m^ into very embarrasdng oircnmstatioes — out of hnmor with 
myself for the quixotic step which had first bronght it on me — 
and a little oat of humor with Peroie (perhaps from an nnaohnow- 
kdged jealousy of Imlnild's marked preference for the varlct), I 
left him to toast alono in the sun, while I tried to forget hfm and 
myself in " Le MtirquU de Pontamgot." What a very clever 
iwok it is, by the way ! 

The pompons sergeant of the guard performed his office Qpon 
my passport at the gate— giving mo at least a kreutzer worth of 
his majesty's black sand in exchange for my fiorin and my £ng< 
li^ curse (I said before I was ont of temper, and he was hklf an 
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hoDT writiog hia &bomiiuble name), and le^riog idj carriage tnd 
Peroie to find tbeb w*y together to the hotel, I dbmoniited at 
the foot of a fiteep street and made my way to the battlements of 
the castle, in search of scenery and equanimity. 

Ah ! nhat a glorious landscape ! The precipitous rock on 
which the- old fortress is built seems dropped by the Titans in tho 
midst of a plain, extending miles in every direction, with scaree. 
another pebble. Close at its base run the populona streets, 
coiling about it like serpents around a pyramid, and airay from 
the walls of tho city spread tbe broad fields, laden, as far as the 
cyo oau see, with tribute for tbe emperor ! Tbe tall castic, with 
its armed crest, looks dowa among the reapers. 

" You have not lost your friend and lover, yet yon are melan- 
choly !" said a voice behiud ma, that I was scarce stacded 
to hear. 

" Is it you, Iminild f" 

" Scarce the same — for Imiuild was never before so sad. It is 
something in the sunset. Come away whilst tbe woman keeps 
down ia me, and let us stroil throtigh the Plaza, where the band 
is playing. Do yon love military music r" 

I looked at the costume and figure of the extraordinary crea- 
tore before I ventured with her on a public promenade. 8he was 
dressed like one of tbe travelling apprentices of Germany, with 
cap and hleuzer, and had assumed the air of the craft with a 
success absolutely beyond detection. X gave her my arm and we 
sauntered through the crowd, listening to the thrilling music of 
ono of the finest bands in Germany. Tbe privileged character 
ud free manners of tbe wandering oraf^smen whose dress she bad 
kdopted, I was well aware, reconciled, in the eyes (tf tb« 
inhabitants, the marked oontraat between our conditions in life. 
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titej would Bimply h&ve Bud, if they had made a remark at all, 
that the Eaglishman was bon enfant aod the craftsman hon catiU' 

" Yon had better look at me, messiemv !" said the dnatj ap- 
preatice, as two offioers of the ref^eut passed aad gave me tlie 
uaual straogers' Btare; "I am better worth your while by extotly 
five thousftQd florins." 

" And pray how r" I asked. 

" That price is set on my bead." 

" Hearens ! and yi^ii walk here ?" 

" They kept yoa longer than oaaal with yonr passport, I prs- 

" At the gate I yee." 

" I came in with my pack at the tjme. They have orders to 
examine all travellers and passports with tmosnal care, these 
sharp officials ! Bat I shall get oat as easily as I got in .'" * 

" My dear oonntess !" I smd, in a tone of serious remonstrauee, 
" do not trije with the vigilance of the best police in Europe ! I 
am your guardian, and yoa owe my advioa some respect. Coma 
away from the square and let ns talk of it in earnest," 

" Wise seignior ! enfier me to remind you bow deftly I slipped 
through the fingers of these gentry after our tr^edy in TiBnoa, 
and pay my opinion some respect! It was my vanity that brought 
me, with my lackeys, to meet yon A la frirue royaU so near Vi- 
enna ; and hence this alarm in the polioe,for I was seen and sos- 
pected. I have shown myself to yoa in my favorite oharaoter, 
however, and bave done with snob measures. You shall see ma 
on the road to-morrow, safe as the heart in yonr bosom. When 
is Honrienr Percie !" 

" At tie hotel. But stay ! can I trust you with yonrself i" 
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*' Tea, and doll ooinpaDy, too ' A revoir f 

And wbutliug the popnlsr air of the oraft she had aagnmed, 
the oouDteas Iminild Btntck her long staff on the pavement, and 
with the f^it of a tired aod habitoal pedeetrian, disappeared by 
a narrow ab^et leading nnder the preoipitory battlementa of the 
caatle. 

Pcroie made bis appearance with a cnp of eoflee tbe felbwiog 
morning, and, with the intention of poHting a conple of leagnes to 
breakfoKt, I hurried through my toilet and was m mj carriage aa 
hour after sunrise. The postillion was in his saddle, and only 
waited for Percie, who, upon inquiry, was nowhere to be found. 
I sat Brteen minutes, and just as I was beginning to be alarmed, 
he ran into the large court of the hotel, and, crying out to 
the postillion that alt was right, jumped into his place with an 
a^lity, it struck me, very nnlike his nsnal gputlemanlike delibera* 
tion- Determining to take advantage of the first up-hill to cate- 
chiie him upon his matutinal rambles, 1 read the signs along the 
Street till we pulled up at the gate. 

Tminild's communication had prepared me for an unusual delay 
with my passport, and 1 wa§ not surprised when the officer, in 
returning it to me, requested me as a matter of form, to declare, 
upon my honor, that the servant behind my carriage was an 
Englishman, and the person mentioned in my passport. 

" Foi d'howuur, nonuenr," I said, placing my hand politely 
on my heart, and off trotted the postillion, while the captain of 
the guard, flattered with my civility, touched bis fora^ug-oap, 
and sent me a German blessing through his mustache. 

It was a divine morning, and the fresh and dewy air took me 
back many a year, to the dnys when I wbh more familiarvitli 
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the hoar. We had a long trajet across the plaia, and HDlooping 
an aativibration tablet,. for the invention of vhich mj ingenuity 
took great credit to iUelf (sospended on oaontobooo oorda from 
the roof of the OHiriage — and deserving of a patent J tmst you 
will allow !) I let off my poetical vein in the following begioning 
to what might have tamed out, bat for the interruption, a very 
edifying copy of verseB : — 

' Te ire not wbal 7011 were to me, 

Oh vaning niglit and raomiag itu I 
Though lilent slill jour watchei flee— 

Tbongh hang yan lamp ]□ beavrn as Tar — 
Though live ihe thonghta je fed of yore — 
I'm thine, oh stairy dawn, no morel 
T«t to that dew-peailed hour ulane 

I wu not Ibllj's bltndeat child ; 
it came when wearied mirth had flown, 

And ileap waa on ibe gay and wild ; 
And wakeful with repentant pain, 

I laj unid ill Up of f owers. 
And with a tmant'i eantcat brain 

Turned baelc the leavei of waaled boul*. 
The angel* that b]r dajr would flee. 
Returned, oh morning star I with thee I 

Yet now again « * • • 

* o <* • • 

A foot throat into my carriage -window nidely broke the thread 
of these delicate mnsinga. The postillion was on a walk, and 
before I oould get my wits back from their wool-gathering, the 
conntess Immild, in Pereie'a clothee, sat laughing on the euabios 
beside me. 

" On what bird's back has yonr ladyship descended from the 
obnds ?' I asked with Dnfelgned aBtouishment. 
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** The Mme Inrd hu broogfat ni both dan — c'at i dire, if yoa 
are not etillMrau-," she »dded,lookuig^ from my nanwled tablets 
to mj perplexed face. 

" Are you reall; and reaUy the sonntew Iminild ?" I aaked 
with a imile, looking down at the trowsered feet and loose-fitting 
boots of the fteado^alet. 

" Yes, indeed ! but I leave it to joa to swear, '/oi ^hottHeur^ 
that a bom connteBS is an EngliBh valet !" And sbe laogbed so 
long and merrily that the postiUion loolced over his yellow epau- 
lets in astonishmeaL 

" Bond, ge&erons Fercie !" she sud, ohaoging ber tone pres- 
entlf to one of great feeling, " I would goaroe believe him last 
night when be infonned me as an inducement to leave bim 
behind, that be was only a servant ! Yon never told me this. 
Bat he is a gentleman, in every feeling as well as in every feature, 
and by Heavens ! be shall be a menial no longer !'' 

This speech, began with much tenderness, rose, toward the 
close, to the violence of passion ; and folding her arms with an 
ur of defiance, the ladyoutlaw threw herself back in the carriage. 

"I have no objection," I sud, aFler a sbort silence, "that 
Percie should set up for a gentleman. Nature has certainly 
dona ber part to make him one ; but till you can give bim meaos 
and edaoation, the coat which yen wear, with snch a grace, is his 
safest shell. ' Ants live safely till they have gotten wings,* saya 
the old proverb." 

The blowing of the postillion's bom interrupted the argument, 
and a moment after, we were rolled up with German leisure, to 
the door of the small inn where I had designed to breakfiut. 
Thinking it probable that the people of the house, In so small a 
village, would be too simple to make any dangerous comments 
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npon OUT appearance, I politely handed the countess out of the 
carriage, and ordered platea for tvo. 

" It is Boarce worth while," she said, as she heard the order, 
" far I shall remain at the door on the look oat. The eil-waggen 
for Trieste, which vaa to leave Orali an hour after ns, vili be 
soon here, and (if my friends have served me well) Peroie 
in it. 8t. Mary speed him safuly !" 

She strode anaj to a small hillock to look oat for the lumber- 
ing diligence, with a gait that was no stranger t« " doublet and 
hose.'' It soon came on with its usual tempest of whip-cracking 
and bugle-blasts, and nearly overturning a fat burgher, who 
would have proffered the assistance of his band, out jumped 
a petticoat, which I saw at a glance, gave a very embarrassed 
motion to gentleman Percie. 

" This young lady," said tbo countess, dr^ging the striding 
and unwilling damsel into the little parlor where I was break&stiog, 
" travels under the charge of a deaf old brazier, who has been 
re<[ueated to protect her modesty as far as Laybach. Make 
a courtesy, child !" 

" I beg pardon, sir !*' began Percie, 

"Hush, hush! no English!" Walls have ears, and your 
voice is rather gruffish, mademoiselle. Show me your passport ? 
Canegwnda Von Krakenpate, tigileen years of age, blue eyes, noie 
and &i«n middling, tie ! There is the conductor's born ! AUez 
viie .' We meet at Laybach. Adieu, charmantt femme ! 
Adieu !" 

And with the sort of caricatured elegance which women 
always assume in ibeir imitations of our sex. Countess Iminild, in 
frock-coat and troweers, helped into tho diligcnoo, in hood and 
petticoat, my " tiger" from Oranbourne-alley ! 
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Spite of remonetraDce on tny part, tbe imperatire countess, 
who had asserted her authority more than once on our way to 
Laybaoh, insisted on the oonipanj of Mlaa Cunegnnda Von Krak- 
eopate, in an evening walk around the town. Fearing that Per- 
oie'a masculine stride would betray him, aail objeoting to lend 
myself to a farce with my Talet, I opposed the freak aa long aa it 
was courteous — but it was not the first time I had learned, that a 
spoiled woman would hive her own way, and too Texed to laugh, 
I soberly promenaded the broad avenue of tbe capital of Styria, 
with a valet en demotselie, and a damt en valet. 

It was but a few hours hence to Flanina, and Iminild, who 
seemed to fear no risk oat of a walled city, waited on Percie to 
tbe carriage the following morning, and in a few hours we drors 
up to tbe rural Inn of this small town of Littorale. 

I had been too much out of hnmor to ask the countess a second 
time what errand she could have in so rnstio a neigbborbcod. She 
had made a mystery of it, merely requiring of me that I should defer 
all arrangements for the future, as far as she was oonoemed, till 
we had visited a spot in Littorale, upon which her fate in many 
respects depended. After twenty fruitless oonjiiOturea, I aban- 
doned myself to the course of oircom stances, reserving only tbe 
determination, if it should prove a haunt of Ifvian's troop, to 
Beparate at once from her company and await her at Trieste. 

Oar dinner was preparing at the inn, aod t.red of the embar- 
rassment Fercia eshibited in my presence. I walked out and 
seat«d myself undbr an immense linden, that every traveller will 
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remember, standing in the centre of the mode; and indeBcribable 
dusters of buildiogs, which serve the innkeeper and blaoksmith of 
FJanina for barns, forge, direlling, and oat-honses. The tree 
seema the father of the village. It iras a bol ^ternoon, and I 
was compelled to diapnte the shade with a congregation of coirs 
and double -join ted poat-horses ; but finding n seat high np on the 
loot, at last I busied myself with gaiing down the road, and con- 
jeotaring what a cloud of ixmt might contain, whioh in an oppo- 
Nte direction from that whioh we had oome, was alowl; creeping 
onward to the inn. 

Four ronghlj-hamessed horses at length appeared, with their 
traces tied over their backs — one of them ridden by a man in a 
farmer's frock. Tbey strnck me at first ai fine specimens of the 
German breed of draught-horses, wilh their shaggy fetlocks and 
long manes ; but while tbey drank at the trough which stood in 
the shade of the linden, the low tone in which the man checked 
their greed; thirst, and the instant obedieoce of the well-trained 
animals, awakened at onco my suspicions that we were to become 
better acquainted. A more narrow examination convinced me 
that, covered with dust and disgaised with eoarae haroesa 3a the; 
were, they were four horses of such bone and condition, as were 
never seen in a farmer's stables. The rider dismounted at the 
inn door, and very much to the embarrasameDt of my snpposi' 
tions, the landlord, a stapld and heavy Boni&ce, greeted him 
with the &miliarity of an old acquuntanoe, and in answer, ap- 
parently to an inquiry, pointed to my carriage, and led him into 
the house. 

" MoBsienr I^rell," said Iminild, coming oat to ma a moment 
ftfter, " a servant whom I bad expected has MTirad with my 



^dbyGoogte 



ilS FUN JOTTINGS. 

horses, and with foar consent, they shtJl be put to your cairUgfl 
immediately.'' 

" To take 08 where ?" 

*' To our place of deetioation." 

*' Too indefiDite, by half, onnnteBs I Listen to me ! I hava 
Teiy sufficient reason to fincy that, in leaving the post-road to 
Trieste, I shall leave the society of honest men. Yon and yonr 
' miaiong of the moon' may be very pleasant, but you are not 
very safe companioas ; and having really a wish to die quietly in 
my bed — " 

The connteBS burst into a Ungh. 

"If you will have the character of the gentleman yea are 
about to visit from the hodlord here — " 

" Who is one of your ruffians himself, I'll be sworn !" 

" No, on my honor ! A more innocent old beer-gouler lire* 
not on the road. But T will tell you thus much, and it ought to 
content ynu. Tiii milra to the west of this dwell* a country gen- 
tleman, who, the landlord will certify, is as honest a enhject of 
his gracious majesty as is to be found in Littorale. He lives 
freely on his raean^, and entertains Gtraogcrs occasionally from 
all countries, for he has been a traveller in Lis time. You are 
invited to pass a day or two with this Mynheer Krakenpate (who, 
by the way, has no objection to pass for the father of the yonng 
lady yon have so kindly brought from Laybach), and he bus sent 
you bia horses, like a generous host, to bring you to his door. 
More Borionsly, this was a retreat of Yvaiu's, where ho would 
live quietly and play ion dloyen, and you have nothing earthly to 
fear in acoompftDying mo thither. And now will yon wait and 
eat th« gr«>sy meal you have ordered, or will you save your appe- 
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tito for la fortvm de pot at Hynlioer KTakenpkte's, and get 
prcKHtly on the mad r"' 

I yielded rather to the Bednciug smile and oaptiTsting bean^ of 
my pleasing ward, than to any oonfideuce in the heneBty of Mynheer 
ErakeDpatfi ; and Percie being once more eeremoDiousIy handed 
is, we left the village at the sober trot beooming the fat Bteeda of a 
landfaolder. A quarter of a mile of this was qnite soffioieDt for 
Iminild, and a word to the postillion ohacged, like a tnetamorpho- 
flia, both borae and rider. From a heavy nnelaatio figure, he rose 
into a gallant and withy horseman, and, with one of his low- 
epnken words, awaj flew the four compact animals, treading 
lightly as eats, and with the greatest apparent ease, putting us 
over the ground at the rate of fourteen miles in the hour. 

The dust was distaoeed, a pleasant breeie was created by tlis 
motioD, and when at last we tamed from the main road, and sped 
off to the right at the same exbilaratiog pace, I retorned Iminild^ 
arch look of remonstrance with mj bcst-hnmored smile and an 
affectionate je me fie & emu .' ' Miss Krakenpate, I observed, ech- 
oed the sentiment by a slight pressure of the countess's arm, look- 
ing veiy innocently out of the window all the while. 

A couple of miles, soon done, brought as round the &ce of 8 
eraggy precipice, forming the brow of a bill, and with a continu- 
ation of the turn, we drew up at the gate of a substantial-look- 
ing building, something betweea a villa and a farm-house, built 
aguost the rook, as if for the purpose of shelter from the north 
winds. Two beautiful Asgora hounds sprang out at the noise, 
and reoogniaed Iminild through all her disguise, and presently, ' 
with a look of forced eourte^, aa if not qnite sure whether he 
might thrvw off the mask, a atont man of about fifty, hardjy a ' 
geuUeman, yet above a oommon peasant in his manners, stepped 
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forward from the gxtita to pn Mks Enkenpat^ hia usUtAiica 
in alighting. 

" Dinner in half an honr !" wia ImiaOd'a brief greeting, and, 
itepping between her bowing dependent and Peroie, she led the 
w«7 into die honse. 

I waa ehowB into a ehamber, fornished scaroe abore the aant- 
moD style of a German inD,wbere I made a hungry man's diapatoh 
of my toilet, and descended at once to the parlor. The doors 
were all open on the ground floor, and, finding myself <jQite alone, 
I ■almte^ed from rocm to room, wondering at the acsntiness of 
the fomitore and general air of disoomfort, and soaroe able to 
believe that the same miatresa presided orer ibis and the singn- 
lar paradise in which I had first found her at Vieoaa. After 
Tisiting eveiy oomer of the ground floor with a freedom which I 
aMorned in my ebmracter as goardian, it oecarred to tiie thnt I 
bad not yet fonnd the dining-room, and 1 was makiDg a new 
•earoh, when Iminild entered. 

I have Rud she waa a beautifnl woman. She waa dresaed now 
in the Albanian ooatume, with the additional gorgeonsness of 
gold embroidery, which might distinguish the favorite child of a 
obief of Suli. It waa the male attire, with a snowy white joktanilla 
roaching to the Icnee, a short jacket of orimaon velvet, and a olose- 
bnttoned vest of silver cloth, fitting admirably to her girlish bnat, 
and leaving her slender and pearly neck to rise bare and awan-like 
into the masses of her oluateriug bur. Heralight waiatwasdefined 
by the girdle of fine linen edged witb fringe of gold, which was tied 
eoqnettia^y over her left aide and fsU to her ankle, and below Um 
embroidared lag^n appeared the iaity foot, which had drawn upca 
me all this long train of adventore, tbrnst into a Turkish slipper 
wMt-itya rkl ing aawald on ita iaatoe. A foraaiira of the tbU 
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loweat gold seqaius boood her h^ bsok from her tampleB, and 
this was tha only ooDfiaemeat to the dark brown ueBhes which, 
io vavy lines and in the richest profusion, fell almoat to her feet 
The oqI; blemiah to this vision of loveliness was a Sash about hor 
eyes. The place had recalled Yrain to her memorj. 

" I am about to disoloHe to jou secrets," said she, layiog her 
hand on mj arm, " which have never been revealed but to the 
most trusty of Tvun's confederates.. To satisfy those whom you 
will meet you must swear to ma on the same cross vhiohAc. 
pressed to your lips when dying, that you will never violate, while 
I live, the trust we repose in you," 

*' I will take no oath," I said ; " for yoo are leading me blind- 
folded. If yuu arc not satisfied with the assurance that I can be- 
tray no confideoee which honor would preserve, huogry as I bdi, 
I will yet dine in Flauioa." 

" Then I will trust to the faith of an Englishman. And now 
I have a favor, not to beg, but to inust upon — that from this 
inoment you consider Percio as dismissed from your service, and 
treat him, while here at least, as my equal and friend." 

" Williogly !" I said ; and ai the word left my lips, enter Per- 
rae in the counterpart dress of Imioild, with a silver -sheathed 
ataghao at his side, and the bluish muzzles of a pair of Egg's 
hair-triggera peeping from below his girdle. To do the rascal 
justice, he was as handsome in his new toggery as his mistress, 
and carried it as gallantly. They would have made tiie prettiest 
taiUan aa Juan and Haidfie. 

** Ib there any cliance tbat these ' pertnaders' may be neces- 
■ary," I asked, pointing to his pistols, wbioh awoke in my mind a 
momentary suspicion. 

" No— WHie that I ean fmsee— bnt they are loaded. A &t<hv 
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ite, unoiig men wboae pusiong &ro professionally wild,'' she con- 
ttoaed iritb k meaniiig glinae at Peroie ; " should be ready to lay 
his hand on thom, eTen if stirred in his sleep !" 

I bad been so acotutomed to snrpriaea of late, that I scarce 
started to obseire, while Imioild was speaking, Uiat an old-foab- 
ioned clock, which stood in a niofao in the wall, was slowly swing- 
ing ont upon hinges. A narrow apertare of sufficient breadth to 
admit one person at a time, was disclosed when it had made its 
entire rcrolation, and in it stood, with a lighted torch, the stout 
landlord Von Krakenpate. Iminild looked at me an instant as 
if to enjoy my surprise. 

" Will yoo lead mo in to dinner, Mr. Tyrell ?" she said, at last, 
with a langh. 

" If we are to follow Mynheer Von Krakenpate," I repUod, 
" give mc hold of the skirt of yoar juklamlla, rather, and let me 
follow ! Do we dine in the cellar ?" 

I stopped before Peroie, who was inclined to take advantage of 
my hesitation to precede me, and followed the ooaoteax into thri 
opening, which, from the position of the house, I saw must lead 
directly into the face of the rock. Two or three descending steps 
conTiQoed me that it was a natural opening enlarged by art ; and 
after one or two sharp turns, and a descent of perhaps fifty feet, 
we came to a door which, suddenly flang open by oar torch-bearer, 
delaged the dark passage with a blaie of light which the eye- 
sight almoat refused to bear. Recovering from my amasement, I 
stepped over the threshold of the door, and stood upon a carpet 
in a gallery SI sparkling stalactites, the diiEzIing reflection of 
Innnmerable lamps flooding; tbtf ur around, and a long snow- 
white vista of the same brilliancy and effect stretching downward 
before me. Two ridges of the calcareous strata running almost 
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p&rallel over our heads, formed the ooroices of the deaoeadiDg 
oorridor, and from these, with a regularity that seemed like de- 
sign, the sparkling pillars, white as alabaster, and shaped like 
invertiid ooDes, dropped nearlj to the floor, their transparent 
points resting on the pcaka of the oorreaponding stalagmites, 
which, of a darker hue and coarser grain, seemed designed as 
bases to a new order of architeotaral columns. The reflection 
from the pure oryatalline rock gave to this siogular gallery a 
splendor which only the palace of Aladdin conld have eqaalted. 
The lamps were hung between in irregular but effective ranges, 
and in oar descent, like Thalaba, who refreshed his dazzled eyes 
in the desert of snow by looking on the greeu wings of the spirit 
bird, I was compelled to bend my eyes perpetually for relief upon 
the soft, dark mosses of hair which floated npon the lovely ehool' 
ders of Iraioild. 

At the extremity of the gallery we turned short to the right, 
and followed an irregular passage, sometimes so low that we oonld 
scarce stand upright, but all lighted with the same intense bril~ 
liancy, and^ormed of the same glittering and snow-white sub- 
sUnce. We had been rambling on thus far perhaps ten minutes, 
when suddenly the air, which I had felt nncomrortably chill, grew 
warm and soft, and the low reverberation of running water fell 
delightfully on our ears. Par ahead we could see two spatTy 
columns standing close together, and apparently closing up the 
way. 

*' Courage ! my venerable guardian !" cried Imtoild, langhing 
over her ehoulder ; " yon will see your dinner presently. Are yoo 
hungry, Peroie f " 

"Mot while you look back, Madame la Comtesse!" an- 
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ewercd Uie oallov geotleintn, vith an instiiictive taot at hia uov 
TooatrioD. 

W'a itood at the tiro pillorfi whioh fonned the extremitj of tbe 
paiiaage, and looked down opon a loene of which all deBoription 
must be faiat and imperfect. A hnodrud feet below ran a broad 
flubterranooos riTer, whose waters, iparkling in the blaze of a 
tLjOoaand torches, sprang into light from the doepcet darkness, 
crossed nitb foaming rapiditj the bosom of the vast illuminated 
caTem, and dieappcarcd again in tbe stime inscrutable gloom. 
Whence it came or vbither it fled was a nijsterj bejond the 
rcaeh of the eje. Tbe deep receasea of the cavern eeemod darker 
for the intense light gathered about the centre. 

After the first fuw minutes of bewilderment, I endeavored to 
realise in detail the wondrous scene before me. The cavern was 
of an irreguLir shape, bat all studded above with the same sparry 
inernstatioDS, thoaBands npon thonsands of pendent sttLUctiti^s 
glitt«ring on the roof, and showering back light npon the clusters 
of blaiiog torches fastened every where npon the shelvy sides. 
Here and there vast colnmns, akbaster white, with bases of gold 
color, fell from the roof to the floor, like pillars left standing in 
the ruined aisle of a cathedral, and from comer to corner ran 
thin curtains of the same brilliant calcareous spar, shaped like 
the sharp edge of a snow-drift, and almost white. It was like 
laying bare the palace of some king wizard of tbe mine to gaie 
down npon it. 

*' What think. yon of Mynheer Krakenpale's taste in a dining- 
room, MoQMenr Tyrell :" asked the countess, who stood between 
Percie and myself, with a hand on tbe shoulder of each. 

I had scarce found time, as yet, to scrutinize the artificial poi> 
don of the marvellous scene, but, at the question of Imbild, I 
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bont my gaie on a broad pUtforin, 41911^ higb above tbc river on 
its opposite bank, the rear of which vaa closed ia Ij perhaps 
forty irregular colamDS, leading hetwBBn them and the sharp pre- 
oipiae on the river-aide, an area, in height and extent of about 
the capacity of a ball-room. A rude bridge, of very light con- 
struction, roso in a single arch across the river, forming the only 
possible access to the platform from the side where we stood, 
and, following the path back with my eye, 1 observed a narrow 
and spiral staircase, partly of wood and partly cut in ihe rock, 
ascending from the bridge to the gallery we had followed hither. 
Tie platform was carpeted richly, and flooded with iulcnse light, 
and in its centre stood a gorgeous array of smoking dishes, served 
after the Tnikish fashion, with a cloth upon the floor, and sur- 
rounded with cuahiona and ottomans of every thape and color. 
A troop of black slaves, whose silver ankleta, glittered as they 
tooved, were busy bringing wines and completing the arrange- 
ments for tbe meaL 

"Allom,mignon!'' cried Iminild, gettjng impatient and seis- 
ing Percie's arm, "let us get over the river, and perbaps Mr. 
Tyrell will look down upon na with bis grands yeux while wo 
dine. Oh, you will oome with us ! Svivez done >" 

An iron door, which I had not hitherto observed, let ns out 
from the gallery upon the staircase, and Mjnheer Von Kraken- 
pate oarefnlly turned the key behind us. We crept slowly down 
tbe narrow staircase and reached tbe edge of the river, where the 
warm air from the open snnshine came pouring through the cav- 
ern with the current, bringing with it a smell of green fields and 
flowers, and removing entirely the chill of the cavernous and con 
fined atmosphere | had found so uncomfortable above. We 
Grossed the biidge, and stepping upon the elastic carpets piled 
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tliickly on the platform, ftrrangcd onreelTes aboat th« smoldvg 
repast, Mynheer Yon Krakenpate sitting doini after permisNon 
from Imioild, and Peroia bj order of the same imperatire dieto" 
trcBB, Uirowing his graceful length at her feet. 



CHAPTER T. 

"Take n lesson in flattery from Peroie, Mr. Tyrell, and bo 
satisfied with yonr bliss in mj society without asking for explana- 
tions. I would &in have the use of my tongue (to Bwallow) for 
ten miontes, and I see yoa making up yonr month for a qneedon. 
Try thb pilau! It la made by a Greek cook, who fries, boils, 
and stews, in a kitohen with a river for a dhimney." 

" Precisely what I was going to ask you. I vos wondering 
how yon cook without emoking your snow-white roof." 

" Tes, the river ia a good slave, and steals wood as well. We 
bare only to ont it by moonlight and commit it to the current." 

" The kitchen is down stream, then ?" 

" Down stream ; and down Btream lives jolly Perdicaris tlie 
cook, who having lost his nose in a aea-Gght, is reconciled to for- 
swear sunshine and mankind and cook rice for pirates." 

" Is it true then that Train held command on the sea P' 

"No, not Y vain, but Trancbcceur — his equal in command 
over this honest confederacy. By the way, be is year conntry- 
man, Mr. Tyrell, though he fights under a nom de guerre. Yon 
are very likely to see bim, too, for his bark is at Triente, and he 
b the only human being besides myself (and my company here) 
who con come and go at will in this robber's paradise. He is a 
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lover of mine, parhlm ! and eiooe Yvaiu's death, Heaven knows 
what faooy he may briog iiitiiei in hie hot brain ! I have armed 
Paroie for the hazard !" 

The thin nostrila of mjr friend from Cranbonrne-alley dilated 
with' prophetic dislike of a rival thiu abruptly alluded to, 
and there was that in his face whiuh would have proved, 
against all the nurses' oaths in Christendom, that the Fpirit 
of a gcntleiuaa's blood ran warm through bis heart. Signor 
Tranohctear most be gentle in bis sait, I said to myself, or 
he will fiud what virtue lies in hair-triggers ! Feroie had 
forgot to eat since the mention of the pirate's same, and sat with 
folded arms and his right band on hia pistol. 

A blaoh slave brought in an omelette soufflee, aa light and deli- 
cate as the cAef'd'iEitvre of an artiste in the Palais KoyaL Imin- 
ild spoke to him in Greek, aa he knelt and placed it before her. 

" I have a preaentiment," she aaid, looking at me aa the slave 
disappeared, " that Tranchooeur will be here presently. I have 
ordered another omelette on the strength of the feeling, for be 
is fond of it, aad maybe sootiied by the attention." 

" You fear him, then ?" 

" Not if I were alone, for ha is as gentle aa a woman when 
he baa do rival near him — bat I doubt his relish of Peroie. 
Have you dined f" 

" Quite." 

" Then oome and look at my garden, and have a peep at old 
Perdiooris. Stay here, Percie, and finish your grapes, nim- 
mignon ! 1 have a word to aay to Mr. Tyrell." 

We walked across the platform, and paaaing between tWo of 
the sparry columns formiog its boundary, entered upon a low 
passage whieh led to a large opening, resembling (singularly 
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• gtrden of low ahmbs toiatid bj some migio to iparkting 
mtrble. 

Two or three hnadred of these Btala^ite ooaes, formed b; the 
dripping of ciJcarcoua witor from the roof (as those on the roof 
were formed b; the same fluid whieb hardened md poodered), 
stood «boat ia the spaoieus area, ever; shrub haviog BoaDBweriag 
oone OQ the roof, like the refleotioa of the same marble gardea to 
ft mirror. One side of this singular apartmeot was used aa a 
treasury for the spoils of the band, and on the points of the white 
oonei hang pitchers and altar lampa of Bllver, gold driakinji^-cups, 
and ofaains, and plate and jeweler^ of erery age and desoriptioo. 
Farther on were piled, in unthrifty oonfusion, heaps of velvets 
and silks, fine broadcloths, French gloves, shoes and alippeta, 
brocades of Genoa, pieces of English linen, damask curttuns 
still fiutened to their oornicea, a harp and mandolin, cases of 
damaged bons-bons, two or three riohly-boand books, and (last 
and most valuable in my eyes), a miniature bureau, evidently the 
plunder of some antiquary's treasure, containing in its little 
drawers antique gold coins of India, carefully dated and arranged, 
with a list of its contents half torn from the lid. 

*' You should hear Tranchcoeor's sermons on these pret^ 
texts," amid the ooouteas, trying to thrust open a hale of Bmsa 
silk with her Turkish slipper. " He will beat off the top of 
a stalagmite with his sabre-hilt; and sit down and talk 
over his spoils • and the adventures tbey recall, till morning 
dawns." 

" And bow is that discovered m this sunless cave ?" 

" By the perfume. The river brings news of it, and fills tiie 
oavem with the sou's first kisses. Those violets 'kiss and tell,' 
Mi. Tyrol! ! Apropot tia holies, let us look into the kitchen." 
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We turned to tbe right, keeping on the nme level, and k few 
steps brangbt uh to the brow of a considerable descent, fonning 
the loner edge of the carpeted platform, bat separated from it bj 
a nail of close stakctites. At the bottom of the descent ran 
the river, but just along the brink, forming a considerable ores- 
cent, extended a flat rock, ocoopied bj all the varied implements 
of a kitchen, and lighted by the glare of two or three different 
fires bUtiog against the perpendicular limit of the cave. The 
smoke of tliese followed the inclination of the wall, and was 
swept enlirelj down with the current of (he river. At the near- 
est fire stood Perdiearis, a fat, long-haired and siniBter-lookiDg 
rascal, his noseless lace glowing witb the heat, tuid at his side 
waited, with a silver-dish, the Nubian slave who had hoen sent 
for Tranobcccur's omdettt. 

*' One of the most bloody fights of raj friend the rover,'' sud 
Iminild, " was with an armed slaver, from whom he took these 
six pages of mine. They have reason enough to comprehend 
an order, bat too little to dream of liberty They are as con- 
tented as tortoises, id-bat.'" 

" Is there no egress hence bat by the iron door f 

" None that 1 know of, unless one eould swim up this swifl river 
like a salmon. You may have surmised by this time, that we mo- 
nopolize an unexplored part of the great cave of Adelsberg. Com- 
mon report says tt extends ten miles under ground, but common 
report has never burrowed as far as this, and 1 doubt whether 
there is any communication. Father Krakenpate's olook coo- 
ceals an entrance, discovered first by robbers, and handed down 
by tradition. Heaven knows how long. But — hark! Trftaokogear^ 
by Heaven ! my heart foreboded it!" 

I Bprang after the conntesa, who with h«r Uft eXcUoutioih 
13 
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darted between two of tie ^Uering columiu Mpantnig na trvat 
the pUtfom, and mj first glance eonnneed me that Ler follest 
antieipatiMW of tlie pirate's jealousj were more than realised. 
Pereie stood with hut back to a tall pillar od the &rther aide, with 
his pistol leTelled, calm and nsmorable as a stikctile ; snd witb 
his sabre drawn and hia ejes flashing fire, a tall, powerfallj-boUt 
niaa in a sailor's dress, was arrested bj Iminild in the act of 
nuhing on him. *' Stop ! or joa die, TranchccBur !*' Hud the 
eonntess in a tone of trifling oommand. " Me is mj gaeat .'" 

" He is mj prisoner, madame .'" waa the answer, as the pirate 
changed his position to one of perfect repose, and shot hia sabre 
into his shoath, as if a brief delaj could make little difference. 

*' We shall see that," said the eonntess once more, with as soft 
a Toioe as was erer heard in a lady's boudoir ; and stepping to 
the edge of the platform, she touched with ber slipper a suspended 
gong, which sent through the cavern a shrill reverberation heard 
elearlj over the rnshiag musia of the river. 

In an instant the click of forty muskets from the other side 
fell on onr ears ; and, at a wave of her hand, the butts rattled on 
the rooks, and all was still again. 

"I have not trusted m/self within jonr reach, Monsienr 
Tranehcsur," said Imioild, fiioging herself csrelesxt; on an otto- 
aian, and mottoniiig Pereie to keep his stand, " without a score 
or two of my free-riders from Monnt Semering to regulate yonr 
conscience. I am mistress here, sir ' You may sit down !'' 

Tranobc<enr had sssamed an air of the most gentlemanly 
tranquillity, and motioniog to one of the slaves for his pipe, 
he politely begged pardon for smoking in the oountesa's presence, 
and filled the enamelled bowl with Shiraz tobacoo, 
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" Yoa Heard of Yvam's death ?" she remarlied after i moment, 
paEuing her hand over her ejres. 

" YeB, at Venice." 

" With hU djiDg iTorda, he gave me and mine in charge to 
this EnglishmaD. Mr. T^rell, MoDsicur Traoohccenr." 

The pirate bowed. 

" Have you been long from England ?" he aaked, with an accent 
and voice that even in that brief question, savored of the non- 
chalant English of the west end. 

" Two years 1" I answered. 

" I should have snpposed much longer from your chivalry in 
St. Etienne, Mr. Tjrell. My oountrymeo generally are leaa 
hasty. Your valet there," he continued, looking sneeringly at 
Percie, " seems as quick on the trigger aa his master.'' 

Percie turned on his heel, and walked to the edge of the plat- 
form as if nneasy at the remark, and luiinild rose to her feet. 

" Look you, Tranuhcceur ! I'll have none of yoar sneers. 
That youth is as well-born and better bred than yourself, and 
with his consent, shall have thu authority of the toly ohnrcfa ere 
long to protect my property and me. Will yoa aid me in this, 
Mr. TyreU f '' 

" Willingly, countess !" 

" Then, I'ranchceeur, farewell ! I have withdrawn from tbe 
common stock Yvain's gold and jewels, and I trust to your sense 
of honor to render me at Venice whatever else of his private pri> 
perty may be concealed in the island." 

" Iminild !" cried tbe pirst«, springing to bis feet, " I did not 
think to show a weakness before this stranger, bat I implore yon 
to delay !" 

His bosom heaved with strong emotion as he spoke, and the 
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color fled from his bronzed featares u if he were struck with a 
mortal BtckoeGS. 

" I oanaot' lose 70a, Imioild t I hare loved jon too long. 
You muBt — — " 

She motioned to Percie to pass on. 

"Uj Heaven, you flhall!" he cried, in a voice suddenly become 
boarge with passion ; and reckless of consequeoces, be leaped 
Across the heaps of nushioa, and, selling Percie by tbe throat, 
flung him with terrible and headlong violence into the river. 

A scream from Iminild, and tbe report of a musket from the 
other side, rang at the itame inntant through the cavern, and as I 
mshed forward to seiie the pistol which he bad struck from 
Fercie'a hand, bis half-drawn sabre slid back powerless into tbe 
sheath, and Tranchceeur dropped heavily 00 hia knee. 

" I am peppered, Mr. Tjrell !" he said, waving me off with 
a diffionlt effort to smile, " look after the boy, if you care for him ! 
A corse on her German wolves !" 

Peroie met me on the bridge, supporting Imiuild, who hnng on 
bis neck, smothering him with kisses. 

" Where is that dc^ of a pirate r" she cried, suddenly snatch- 
ing her ataghan from tbe sheath and flybg across the platform. 
" Tranchcceur !" 

Her band was arrested by the deadly pallor and helpless atti- 
tude of the wounded man, and the weapon dropped as she stood 

" I think it is not mortal," he sMd, groaning as he pressed bis 
hand to bis side, " but take yonr boy out of my sight ! Iminild V* 
*' Well, Tranohccenr !" 
" I bare not done well — but yon know my nature — and my 
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love ! Forgire me, and &rewell t Send Bertram to nUncli &ia 
blood — 1 get fatDt! A little wine, Imioild !" 

He took the massive flagon from her hand, aD-l draak a long 
drought, sod then draving to him a cloak which laj ne&r, be 
covered hia head and dropped oq his Bide aa if to sleep. 

Imtoild knelt beside him and tore open the shict beaeatb bis 
jacket, and while she busied herself io stanohing the blood, Per- 
dicaris, apparenily well prepared for such accidents, arrived with 
a surgeon's probe, and, on examination of the wonnd, assured 
Imioiid that she might safely leave htm. Washing her hands in 
the Sagon of wine, she threw a cloak over the wet and shivering 
Percie, and, silent with horror at the scene behind us, we made 
oor way over the bridge, and in a short time, to my infinite re- 
lief, stood in the broad moonlight on the portico of Mynheer 
Krokenpate. 

My carriage was soon loaded with the baggage and treasure of 
the countess, and with the same swift horses that had bronght us 
from Planina, we regained the post-road and sped on toward 
Venice by the Friuli. We arrived on the following night at the 
fair city so beloved of romance, and with what haste I might, I 
procured a priest and married the Countess Tminild to gentleman 
Percie. 

As she possessed now a natural gaardian, and a sufficient 
means of life, T felt released from my death tow to Yvain, and 
bidding farewell to the "happy couple," I resumed my quiet 
habit of travel, and three days after my arrival at Venioe, was on 
the road to Padua by the Brenta. 
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1 WAB Standing in « hostelry, at Geneva, making a bargain wltb 
un Italian for a pkce in a return carriage to Florenoe, when an 
Knglishman, who had been in tho same steamer with me on Lake 
Leman, tho day before, came in and stood listening to the coo- 
veraation. We bad been the only two passengers on board, but 
bad passed bix hours in each other's company without speaking. . 
The road to an EDgliahman's friendship is to have shown your- 
self perfectly indifferent to his acquaintance, and, as 1 liked him 
from the first, we were now ready to bo conscious of each other a 
cxistenoe. .' 

" I beg pardon," said he, advancing in a pause of the vettu- 
rino's oration, " will yon allow me to engage a place with you ? 
I am going to Tlorenoe, and if agreeable to you, we will take tbe 
carriage to ourselves." 

I agreed very willingly, and in two hours wo were free of tbe 
gates of Geneva, and keeping along the edge of the lake, in tbe 
cool twiliglit of one of the loveliest of heaven's summer evenings- 
The carriage was spaciously contiived for four ; and, with tbe 
curtains up all around, our feet on the forward seat, my com- 
panion smoking, and convcifation bubbling up to please itself, we 
rolled over (he s,„ootb road, gliding into tbe first chapter of oui 
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aoqnaintanoe u tranqmlly as Geoffrey Crayon and his reader into 
the firat chapter of anything he has written. 

My companion (Mr. St. John Elmslie, aa put down in his 
passport) seemed to have something to think of beside pro- 
pitiating my good will, bnt he was considerate and winning, from 
evident high breeding, and qnite open, himself, to my most sorati- 
niziog study. Ha was abont thirty, and, without any deSnite 
beanty, was a fine epecimen of a man. Probably most persona 
would have called him handsome. I liked him better, probably, 
from the subdued melanoboly with which he brooded on his secret 
thought, what^yer it mi^ht be — iad men, in this world of boister- 
ous gayety or selfish ilUljuirior, ioterestiDg me always. 

From that something, on which his memory fad in qniet bnt 
constant revery, nothing aroused my companion except the pass- 
ing of a travelling carriage, going in the other direction, ou onr 
arrival at an inn. 1 began to suspect, indeed, aRer a little while, 
that Elmslie bad some understanding with our vettarino, for, 
on the approach of any vehicle of pleasure, onr horses became 
restiff, and, with a sudden pull up, stood directly across the 
way. Out jumped my friend to assist in controlling the restiff 
animals, and, in the five minutes during which the strangers were 
obliged to wait, we generally saw their heads once or twice thrust 
inquiringly from the carriage window. This done, our own vehi- 
ole was again wheeled about, and the travellers allowed to pro- 
ceed. 

Wb bod arrived at Bologna with bnt one Interrnpdon to the 
' quiet friendliness of onr intercourse. Apropos of some vein of 
speeolation, I had asked my companion if he were married. He 
was silent for a moment, and then, in a jocose tone of voice which 
was new to me, replied, "I believe I have a wife — somewhere in 
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Swtland." But though Elmslie hkd determige)! to show me thst 1m 
wu neither annoyed nor offunded at mj ioqniaitireaesa, hia man- 
Mr changed. He grew oeremooious. For the remunder of that 
day, I felt anoonifortable, I scarce l:new why ; and I silmtl; de- 
termined that if my friend continued so ezceediuglj veil-bred in 
his manner for another day, I should find an exonse for leaving 
him at Bologna. 

Bat we had left Bologna, and, at sunset of a warm daj, wo 
were slowly toiling np the Appenines. The inn to which we were 
bound was in sight, a mile or two above us, and, as the Tettoriuo 
stopped to breathe his horses, Elmslie jumped from the carriage 
and started to walk on. I took advantage of his absence to 
stretch myself over the vacated oushious, and, on our arrival at 
the inn, was soundly asleep. 

My friend's voice, in an unusual tone, awoke me ; and, by his 
fece, as he looked in at the oarriage window, I saw that he was un- 
der some extraordinary exoitemeni; This I observed by the li;;ht 
of the stable-laotem — for the hostelry, Italian fashion, ocoupied 
the lower story of the inn, and onr carriage was driven under the , 
archway, where the fiunt light from witbont made bat little impres- 
sion on the darkness. I followed Elmslie's beckoning finger, and 
climbing after him up the stairway of atone, stood in a large re- 
feotory occupying the whole of the seoond story of the buildJog. 

At the first glance I saw that there was an English party iu 
the house. An Italian inn of the lower order ba>) no proviuon 
for private parties, and few, except English travellers, object to 
joining the common evening meal. 'J he hall was dark with the 
twilight, but a large curtain was suspended across the farther ex- 
tremity, and, by the glimmer of lights, and an oeoasional aound 
M ■ knife, a party waa within supping in lilenea. 
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*'If jou epesk, apeak in Iwliao," wbwpored Elm slie, taking 
me hy the arui, and leading nie on tiptoe to one of the corners 
of tbe curtain. 

I looked in and sair two persona seated at a table — a bold and 
soltli'irty-louking man of fiftj, and & young lady, evidently bis 
daughter. I'be beauty of the last- mentioned person was so ex- 
tniordinary that I nearly committed ibe indiscretion of an excla- 
mation in Eogtbh. She was slight, but of full and well-rounded 
proportions, and ehe sat and moved with an eminent grace and 
ladylikenesB altogetbei' captivating. Though her face expressed 
a settled sadness, it was of uairorn and faultless yoath and 1ot&- 
lioess, and while her heavily ■fring'ed eyes would have done, in 
their expression, tor a Niubc, Hebe's lips vere not more ripe, nor 
Judo's arched more proudly. She was a blonde, with eyes and . 
eyelashes darker than her hair — a kind of beauty almost peculiar 
to England. 

The passing in of a tall footman, in a plain lirery of gray, in- 
termpted my gase, and Etmslie drew me away by the arm, and 
led me into the rond in front of the locanda. The night had 
now fallen, and we strolled op and down in the glimmer of the 
atarligbt. My companion was evidently much disturbed, and we 
made several turns after I had seen very pLiioly that'he was 
making up his mind to cynmunioate to me the secret. 

"I have a request to make of you," he ssid, at last; "a ser- 
vice to exact, rather, to whioh there were no hope that yon would 
listen for a moment if I did not- first tell you a very singular story. 
Have a little patience with me, and I will make it as brief as 1 can 
^the briefer, that I bare do little puD in recalling it with the 
distiDotness of desoiiptioD.'* 
13* 
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I expressed m; intereet ia &U that ooQceraed my neir friend, 
ud b^ged him to go on. 

" Hardly aix years ago," said Elmdie, preasiog my arm gently 
in acknowledgment of my ^mpathy, " I left college and joined 
my Tegiment, for the first time, in Scotland. By tbe way, I 

should re-introduce myself to you as Viscount S , of the title 

of which, then, I was In prospect. My story binges somewhat 
upon the fact that, as an honorable captain, a nohleman in ex- 
pectancy, I was an object of some extraneoos interest to tho 
ladies who did the flirting for the g&rriaon. God forgave me for 
Bpeakiog lightly on the sabject ! 

" A few eveniogs after my afriral, wo had been diaing rather 
freely at mess, and the major announced to us that we were in- 
vited to take tea with a liDen-draper, whose house was a popular 
resort of the offieers of the regiment. The man bad three or 
four daughters, who, as the phrase goes, ' gave you a great deal 
for your money,' and, for romping and frolicking, they had good 
looks and spirit enough. The youngest was really very pretty, 
but tbe eldest, to whom I was exclusively presented by the major, 
as a sort of quiz on a new-comer, was a sharp and sneering old 
maid, red-headed, freckled, and somewhat lame. Not to be out- 
done in frolic by my persecutor, I commenced making love to Misa 
Jacliy in moek heroics, and we were soo^ marching up aud down 
the room, to the Infinite eatertainment of my hrother>o{Boers, 
lavishing on each other every possible term of endearment. 

'* In tbe midst of this the major came up to me with rather a 
serious face. 

** ' Whatever yon do,* said he, ' for Ood'a sake don't call the old 
ptl your wife. The joke might be serious.' 

" It was quite enough that I was desired not to do anything in 
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tbe Feign of misrule tben prevailing, I immei^tely assumed a 
ooDnabial air, to tbe best of my dramatio ability, begged Miss 
Jacky to join me in tlie frolic, and made tbe roands of the room, 
introducing the old girl as Mra. Elmslie, and receiving from ber 
quite as many tenderneasea as were bearable by myself or the 
company present. I observed that tbe lynx-eyed linen-draper 
vpatohed this piece of fun very closely, and my friend, the major, 
seemed distressed and grave about it. But we carried it out till 
the party broke up, and the next day the regiment was ordered 
over to Ireland, and I thought no Hiore, for a whQe, either of Miss 
Jacky or my own absurdity. 

"Two years afterwards, I was, at a drawing-room, at St. 
Jamea's, presented, for the first time, by the name which I bear. 
It was not a very agreeable event to me, as our family fortunes 
were ihadeqaate to the proper support of the title, and on the 
generosity of a mafernal uncle, who had been nt mortal variance 
with my father, depended our hopes of restoration to prOHperity, 
From tbe mood of bitter melancholy in which I had gone through 
the ceremony of an introduction, I was aroused'by the mnrmur in 
the crowd at the approach of a yonng girl just presented to tbe 
king. She was following a lady whom I slightly knew, and had 
evidently been presented by her ; and, before I had begun to re- 
cover from my astonishment at her beauty, I was requested by 
this lady to give her protegi an arm, and follow to a less crowded 
apartment of the palace. 

*' Ah, my friend ! the exquisite beauty of Lady Melicent — bat 
you have seen her. She is here, and I most fold her in my anna 
to-night, or perish in the attempt. 

" Pardon me !" he added, as I was about to interrupt him with 
An explanation. " She bas been — she is — my wife ! She loved 
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me and manisd me, making lifo a hearen of constant ecttftcy— 
for I worshipped her with every fibre of my exigtence." 

He p&Qsed and gave me hie story brokenly, and I wuted foi 
him to go on without qiiesttoning. 

" We had lired together in absolate and nuolonded bappincsi 
far eight months, in lover-Iike aeclusiou, at her father's bouse, 
and I was looking forward to the- birth of my child with anxiety 
and transport, when the death of my nncle left me heir to his 
immense fortune, and I parted from my greater treasure to go 
and psy the fitting respeot at bis bnriaL 

" I returned, after a week's altsenoe, with an impatience and 
ardor almost intolerable, and found the door closed against me. 

" There were two letters for me at the porter's lodge — one 

from Lord A , my wife's father, informing me that the Lady 

Melieent bad miscarried and was dangerously 111, and enjoining 
upon me as a man of honor and deUoaoy never to attempt to see her 
again ; and another from Scotland, olaimioga fitting support for my 
lawful wife, the daughter of the linen-draper. The proof] of the 
marriage, duly sworn to and certified by the witnesses of my fatal 
frolic, were unclosed, and on idy reoorery, six weeks after, from 
the delirium into which these multiplied horrors precipitated me, 
I found that, by the Sootch law, the first marriage was valid, and 
my ruin was irrevocable.'' 

" And bow long since was this }" I inquired, breaking in upon 
hb narration for the first time. 

" A year and a month — and lUl to-nigbt I have not seen her. 
But I must break througk this dreadful separation now — and I 
must speak to her, and press her to my breast — and jou will aid 

106?* 

".To the last drop of my blood asaurodly. But how '" 
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" Ooine to the inn ! Yoa hare not supped, and ire vill de< 
Tiso aa jon eat Aai ;on must lend me your inTention, for m; 
heart and brain aeem to be going vild." 

Two hours after, with a pair of loaded pistob in taj breast, we 
went to the chamber of the boat, and bound him and his wife to 
the posts of their bed. There was but oae man about the 
house, the hostler, and we had made bim intoxicated with our 

travelling Bask of brandy. Lord A and his daughter were 

still sittiog up, and she, at her chamber window, waa walohiog 
the just risen inooo, over which tbe clouds were drifting very 
r^ipidly. Our business was, now, only with them, as, in tbeir foot- 
tiisn, my compftniou bad found tea attached creature, who remem- 
bered him, and williugly agreed to offer do intermption. 

After taking a pull at the brandy-flask myself (for, in apite of 
my blackened face and the slonobed hat of tbe hostler, I required 
some fortiScatioD of tbe mnacles of my face before doing riolenoe 
to UD fioglieh nobleman), I opened the door of the chamber wbioh 
must be passed to gain access to that of Lady Melioent It waa 
Lord A. 's sleeping-room, and, though the light was ex- 
tinguished, I Could see that he was still up, and sitting at tbe 
window. Turning my lantern inward, I entered the room and 
Bet it down, and, to my relief, Lord A — — soliloquized in Eng- 
lish, that it waa tbe host wttb a hint that it waa time to go to 
Jaed. My fjiend was at the door, according to my arrangemen', 
ready to aaaist me should I find any difficulty ; but, from the 
dread of premature disoovery of the person, he was to let me 
manage it alone if possible. 

Lord A sat nnauspeotiogly in the chair, with bis bead 

turned half way over his shoulders to see wby tbe officious host 
did not depart. I sprung suddenly upon him, drew him h^k- 



^dbyCoogle 



SOS fVn JOTTINGS. 

mrd and tbrew him oq hU &oc, &nd with m; faand orer bis 
montb, tlmatened Lim with death, in mj ohoieest Italian, if be 
did not remua pasaiva till his portmaQtaaa had been looked into. 
I thongbt be might submit, with the idea that it was only a rob- 
bery, and BO it proved. He allowed me, a^er a short straggle, 
to do his bands behind him, and march him down to hia carriage, 
before the mnule of my pistoL The bostelry was still as dentb, 
and shottinfr his carriage door upon his lordship, I mounted 

The night suenitd to me very long, but morning dawned, and, 
with the CAfliest gray, the postillions came knocking at tho outer 
door of the looanda. My friend went oat to thom, whild I marched 

back Lord A to bb chamber, and, by immense bribing, the 

horses were all put to onr carriage a half boar after, and the out- 
raged nobleman was left without the means of pursuit till their 
return. We reached Florence in safety, and pushed on imme- 
diately to Leghora, where we took the steamer for Marseilles and 
eluded arrest, very much to my most agreeable surprise. 

By a Providence that does not always indulge mortals with 

removing those tbey wish into another world, Lord S has 

lately been freed from his harrowing chain by' the death of hia 
ao-callcd lady; and, having re-married Lady Melicent, their hap- 
piness ia renewed and perfect. In his letter to me, anaonaciog 
it, he gives me liberty to tell the story, as the secret was divulged 

to Lord A on tho day of hts second nuptials. He said 

nothing, however, of his lordship's forgiveness for my rude hand- 
ling of bis person, and, in ceasing to be considered a brigand, 
posnbly I am respoosible as a gentleman. 
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"L'Eiprilest on fiiaxmonnayeur, qui change conlinuellement Id potiom 
«n louis d'or, el qui sourent bit de lea louis d'oc des grot mhu." 

Trerb were five hnadrcd guardian angels (and of coune u 
man; eril spirits), Id Mid about the merr; premises of CoagreH 
Rail. Each ga; gaost had his pair ; but though each pair had 
their special mioistrj (and there were hero and there a gnestirho 
would not hare objeoted to tratuform tiis, for tha time being, into 
a piur of trotting ponies), the attention of the eherobic troop, it 
may fairly be presnmed, was ilireoted munly to the momentoos 
flirtations of Miss C. Sophy Onthank, tlia dread disposer of the 
deatioieEi of eighty thoosand innocent little dollars. 

Miss Cbittaline Sophy (though this is blabbing, for that mys- 
teriuua " C.'' was generally ooodemiied to travel in domino) — Miss 
Chittaline Sophy, besides her good and eril spirit already referred 
to, was under the additional watch and ward of a pair of bomba- 
■ine aunts, Miss Charity Onthank and Miss Sopb; ths same, of 
which she was the anited namesake. "Chittaline" being the 
embellished diminutive of " Oharity." These Hesperian dragoni 
of old muds were out after the common pattern of inch nianails, 
and of course would not dignify a desoription ; though this dil- 
pataging remark (we must stop long enough to say] is not at all 
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to tiie prejadioe of tb&t ocomiod&I loTe-of-ftQ-old-maid that one 
dots sometimeB see — that fonr-leaved clo»er of virginity — thi* 
■tor apirt in the spilled milk of the Via Lacte& : — 

" For now and then you End one irho could rally 

At forty, tni go buck to Iwenly-lhree— 

A butdsoiiii), plump, iffeclion«te ' Aunt Salty,' 

With DO nge for oti, flnnnel, and Bohea." 

But tbe two elderly Misses Oothaok were Dot of this category. 

By tbe kbsauce of that Junociio assnrftace, coiomOD to those 
ladies who are bora and bred heiresses. Miss C. Sophy's auto- 
graph had Qot long been an object of interest at tha hank. She 
had all tbe air of having been " brought up at the trough," aa 
the French phrase it, 

" Bound aa a dpbcr, iim[de u good day," 

and her belle-ship was still a surprise to her. Like the red-haired 
and freckled who find, when they get to Italy, that tbetr fiaming 
peculiarities are ooosidered as oaptivatini; signs of a skin too deli- 
cate for exposure, she received with a slight inorednlity the hom- 
age to her unseen charms — homage not the less welcome for ex- 
acting from the giver an exercise of faith and imagination. The 
same faith and imagination, she was free to suppose, might find a 
Venus within her girdle, as the sculptor sees one in the goodly 
block of marble, lacking only the removal of its clumsy oovering 
by ohisel and sand-paper. With no visible waist, she was aa tall 
as a pump, and riotously rosy like aflowering rhododendron. Hair 
brown and plenty of it. Teeth white and all at Lome, And her 
voice, with but one semitone higher, would have been an approved 
oontralto. 

Havmg thaa egmpreased into a couple of paragraphs what 
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wonld have aarred a noTelist for fail fint tea ehaptera, permit m, 
vithont the bother of iDtermediatc mortar or moraliiiDg (thongh 
this is rather a mixed fignrej, to lay on the next hriok in ihe shape 
of a hint at the character of Miss Onthaolc'a two promineDt 
admirers. 

Mr, Greyilla Seville was a New York bean. He had all iht 
reGoemeDt that aonid poasibly be imported. He bad seen tbose 
vbo had seen all that is Tiaibla in tbe faabionable man of Lon- 
doQ aod Paris, and he was well versed id tlia conduits tfarongb 
wbioh their several peculiarities found tfaeir way aoroas the 
Atlantic. Faultlessly booted, pantalooned, vaistcoatsd, and 
sbirted, be ooold afford to trust bis ooat and scarf to Providence, 
and his hat to Warnook or Leary. He wore a sligbtly restruned 
nbisker, aod a faint smut of an imperii, and his gloves fitted 
bim inexorably. His figure was a matter of course. He was 
brought np in New York, and was one of tbe four hundred tboa- 
sand results (more or less) of its drastic waters — wasby and short 
And he had as good a heart as ia compatible with tbe above 
personal advantages. 

It would very mueh have surprised tbe " company" at Con- 
gress Hall to bare seen Mr. Chesterfield Potts put down as No. 3, 
in the emulous contest for the two hands of Miss Ontbank. The 
count (be was commonly ealled '* Connt Potts,*' a compliment to 
good manners not anusnal in America), was, by bis own label, t, 
man of " thirty and opward"— by the parish register poswbly 
sixty-two. He was an upright, well preserved, etylish-looking 
man, witb an expensive wig, fine teeth (conimooly supposed not 
to be indigenous), and a lavish ontlsy of cotton batting, covering 
tbe retreat of such of bis muscular forces as were inclined to re- 
tire from tbe field. What bis native qualities might be was • 



^dbyGoogle 



-Jfe 



PU» JOTTINGS. 



braaoh of knowledge long sinofl 1a«t to tbe worU. His politeness 
lud lapenteded the neousity of mj parlioiilar inquiry into the 
matter ; indeed, we are iooUned to bolieTe his poUteness had sn- 
peraeded bis ohar*eter altogether. He was u incapable of the 
impolite Tirtaea (of vhioh there are several) &b of the impolite ^ces. 
Like orioketing, pnnning, polidcal speeeh-raaking, and other me- 
eluuical arts, oomplimenting mty be brooglit to a high degree of 
dexterity, and Connt Potts, after a praatioe of many years, could, 
over most kinds of female platitude, spread a flattering naetion 
hnmbngative to the moat aaapicions iaoredulity. As he told do 
■torios, made no pnoa, volunteered but little oonveraation, nod 
had the ur of a modest man wishing to avoid notice, the 
bbokheads and the very yonng gtrla stontly denied bis fosoination. 
Bat in the memory of riper belles, as they went to sleep night 
i^ler night, lay snugly lodged and carefully treasured, some timely 
eompliment, some soothing word, and though credited to " old 
Potts," die smile with which it was gracefully re-aekeowledged tbe 
next morning at breakfiut, would have been warm enough for 
young Aacanios. " Nice old Fotta !" waa the faint murmur of 
many a bright lip taming downward to the pillow in the " last 
position." 

And now, dear reader, yon hare an idea of the foross in the 
field, and you probably know how " the war iscuriad on" at &»• 
ratoga. Two annte and a guardian angel versus an evil apirit and 
two lovers — ^Miss Onthank's band, the (well-aovered) bone of 
contention. Whether the citadel would speedily yield, and which 
of these two rival knights would bear away the palat of victory, 
were questions upon which tbe majority of lookers-on were doomed 
to make erroneous prediodons. The reader, of course, is in the 
sagacious minority. 
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Mr. Fotta* income was & net onawar to fais morning prayer. It 
provided his " d^iily bread'' bat no provender for & horse. He 
probably oovetcd Mi^^ Oathaok as mnch for her acooKpaDying 
oats as for her p^rBonal aTOirdupois, sinoe the oaly oompiaiDt with 
which he ever troobled his acqaaintances, was one touching his 
inability to keep an equipage. Alan is inatiactively a centanr,ho 
used to say, and wheo you oat him off from his horse and reduee 
bim to bis simple trunk (and a tnisk was all the count's worldly 
fomiture) , he is but a mnUlatcd remainder, robbed of his natural 
locomotive. 

It was not authenticated In Wall-street that Mr. Greville Se- 
ville wag reasonably entitled to horse-flesh and caparison ; but ho 
liad a trotting wagon and two delicious cropped sorrels ; and those 
who drove in his company were obliged to down with the dost'' (a 
bon mot of Count Potts'). Science explains many of the enigmaa 
of common life, however, and the secret of Mr. Seville's equip- 
ment and other means of going on swimmingly, lay in his nnosu- 
ally large organ of hope. He was simply anticipating the arrival 
of 1840, a year in which he had reason to believe that there 
would be paid in to the oredit of the present Miss Onthank, a 
sufSeieDt sum to cover bis loosest espenditare. The intermedi- 
ate transfer to himself of her rights to the same, was a mere till- 
ing up of an outline, his mind being entirely made up as to the 
conditional incumbrance of the lady's person. He was now pay- 
ing her some attentions in advance, and be felt justified in charg- 
ing his expenses on the estate. She herself would wish it, doubt- 
less, if she oould look into the future with hi* eyes. 

Sy alt the common data of matrimonial skirmishing, a lover 
with horses easily outstrips a lover with none. Miss C. Sophy, 
besides, was particularly fond of driving, and Seville was an ao- 
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eompliahed whip. There was no l&ck of the " golden opportn* 
nitj" of tile a Ute, for, with a deaf Bunt sod somebody else on 
the back seat, be bad MUa Outhank to himself on tbe diiving 
box, aod ooald talk to his horses in the embarrassiog paoses. It 
looked a clear case to most observers ; and as to Seville, he had 
Btadied out a lirery for his futare footman and tjger, and wonld 
not have taken an inxuraDoo at a quarter per oeot. 

Bat Potts — ah ! Potts had traced back tbe wires of troman's 
weakaosses. The heiress had no conversation (why should she 
have it aad money too •), and the part of her daily drive which 
she remembered with most pleasure, was the flourish of starting 
and retumiog — managed hy Potta with a pomp and circamatance 
that would have done honor to the goings and comiogs of Queen 
Victoria. Onoe away from the portico, it was a monotonoos drag 
through the dost for two or three hoars, and as most ladies know, 
it takes a great deal of chit-chat to butter so large a. flice of time ; 
for there was no makieg love, parhlm ! Miss Chittalioe Onthank 
was of a stralam of human nature susceptible of no sentinient 
less substantial than a kiss, and when the news, and the weather, 
and tbe virtues of the sorrel ponies, were eihansted, the talk 
came to a stand-still. The heiress began to remember with alarm 
that her education had been neglected, and that it was a relief 
to get back to old Potts and the portico. 

Fresh from his nap and warm bath, the perfumed connt step- 
ped out from the group he had purposely collected, gave her bis 
hand with a deferential inquiry, spread the loungers to the right 
and left like an " usher of tbe black rod," and with some weU- 
studied impromptu compliment, waited on her to her chamber 
door He received her ag,i„ ,fte, h«, toilet, and for the remain- 
der of tbe da, devoted his utmost powers to her aggrandiaemont 
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If talkiog alone n ith her, it wns to provoke her to some pass&go 
of Bchool-girl autobiographj, and listen like a charmed etooe to 
the harp of Orphous. If others nere near, it vas to catch her 
stupidities half nttered and twist them into sense before the^ 
came to the ground. His own clevernesses were prefaced with 
" As you remarked yesterday, MUa Onlhank," or, " As you were 
about to aay when I interrupted yon," If he touched her fool, it 
was " so small be didn't sec it." If she uttered an irredeemable 
and immitigable absurdity, he coTered ita retreat with some sud- 
den exclamation. He called her pensive, when she was sleepy 
and vacant. He called her romantic, when ho couldn't nnder- 
Stand her. Tn short, her vanity was embodied — turned into a 
mai^cian and slave — and in the shape of Count ChesterSeld Potts 
ministered to her iadefatigably. 

But the summer solstice began to wane. A week more waa 
all that was allntted to Saratoga by that great American com- 
mander, General Consent. 

Count Potts came to breakfast, in a shawl cravat ! 

" Off, Potts ?" 

" Are you flitting, my dear count ?" 

" What — going away, dear Mr. Potts ?" 

" Gracious me ! don't go, Mr. Potts !" 

The last exolamatioa was sent across the table in a tone of 
alarm by MissC. Sophy, and respooded to only by a boir of obse- 
quious melancholy. 

Breakfast was over, and Potts arose. His baggage was at tbs 
door. He songht no interview with Mias Osthank. Ha did not 
even honor the two bombazinities with a farewell. Ho stepped 
ap to the group of beUes, airing their demi-toilets on the portico, 
iud " Ladies ! an revoir !" took the heiress'B haai and pat it 
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gftllantly toward bis lipB, knd tnlked off with his nmbrells, 
requesting tlie driTcr to pick him up at the spring. 

" He has been refused !** said one. 

" He has given Seville a clear fiftld in despair '." aaid anoHer. 
And this was the general opinion. 

The day crept on. But there was an emptiness without Potts. 
Seville had the fic'Id to himself, and as there was no fear of anew 
Bquatter, he thought he might dispense with tillage. They had a 
very doll drive and a very dull dinner, and in the evening, as 
there was no ball, Seville went off to play billiards. Miss On- 
thank was surrounded, as usual, by the belles and beans, hut she 
was down flat — unmagnetized, nngalvanized. The magician was 
gone. Her stapid things "stayed put." She was like a glass 
bead lobt from a kaleidoscope. 

That wr'ary week wag ppi-nt in lamentations over Potts. Eve- 
rjhody prai8i?d Liin. HvLTybody complimented Miss Ontbank on 
her eiolusivo powci of monopoly over such porcelain ware. The 
two aunta wore his main glorlfiers ; for, as Potta knew, they 
were of that leathery toughness that only shines on you with 
rough usage. 

We have said little, as yet, of Miss Oothank'a capabilities in 
the love line. We doubt, indeed, whether she rightly understood 
the difference between loving and being bom again. As to giving 
away her heart, she believed she could do what her mother did 
before her, but she would rather it would be one of her back 
teeth, if that would do as well. She liked Mr. Potts because ho 
Dover made any difficulty about such things. 

Seville considered himself accepted, though he had made no 
direct proposition. He had asked whether she preferred to live 
in country or town — ahe taid " town." He had aaked if she 
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would leftTS tbe efaoiee and muiagemont of haraeg and eqmpagM 
to him — she said " be sure !" He had asked if she had utj 
objection to his giving bachelor dinnerfi oocaaioDally — ebe mid 
*' la ! no !" Ab he nnderatood it, the whole thing was moat eom- 
fortablj arranged, and he lent money to several of hii £rifsda «d 
the Btrength of it — giving bis note, this is to saj. 

On a certain morning, some ten days after the departnre of the 
eoont from Sarat(^, Miss Ootbank and her two aimts sat np in 
state in their parlor &t the City Hotel. Thej always went to tha 
City Hotel because Willard remembered their name*, and a^ed 
after their ancle the Major. Mr. Senile's ponies and wagon 
were at the door, and Mr. Seville's falJier, mother, seven tast«rSf . 
and two small brothers, were in the progress of a betrothal vieifr— 
calling on the fotnre Mrs. Greville Seville. 

All of a sudden the door was thrown open, tad enter Count 
Potts! 

Up jumped the cnobanted Cbittaline Sophy. 

" How lio you do, Mr. Potts r" 

" Good morning, Mr. Potts !" said the aunts in a hreaih. 

" B'ye-do, Potts!" said Seville, giving him Ids fifre-Sager, 
with the air of a man rising from winning at cards. 

Fotts made his compliments all ronnd. He was aboat sMlin); 
far Carolina, he said, and bad come to ask permission of Miss 
Outhank I'D leave her sweet society for a few years of exile. BnC 
as this was the last of bis days of pleasure, at least till he saw 
Miss Ontbank again, he wished to be graced with the honor of 
her arm for a promenade in Broadway. The ladies and Mr. Se-- 
ville doubtless would ezonse her if she put on her bonnet wi&ont' 
further ceremony. 

Now Potu's politenesseD had sveli an atr of irrodstibltfwiAbri^ 
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that people fell into thair trftok like e&ra aAer i leoomottTc. 
While Hin Ontbenk was bonDeting and shsirliaf;, the oaant en- 
tertained the entire party most gayly, though the SeviHei 
Ihonght it nther nnoe rem onions in the affi&noed miss to leave 
them in the midat of « first viut, and Mr. Orerille SeTitla had 
MTanged to send bia mother home on foo^ and drire Misa Onthaok 
out to Harlem. 

" 111 keep m; horses here till yon oome back !" he sbonled 
after them, as she tripped gaylj down sturs on tha ooant's arm. 

And BO ha did. Thongh it ma two hoara before she appoarad 
•gain, the impatient jonth kept the old aants oompany, Knd wonld 
have stayed till night, aorrels and all — for in that drive he moant 
to " name the day," and pat his creditors at case. 

" I wouldn't even go np stairs, my dear !" said the eoant, 
b»<t^iiig her to tha wagon, and sending np the groom for hia mas- 
ter, " it's but on hour to dine, and yon'll like the air after yonr 
fttigue. Ah, Seville, I've hronght her hack ! Take good care 
of her for my sake, my good fellow !" 

" What the devil has At> sake to do vrith it, I wonder ?" said 
Seville, letting his horaes off like two rooketa tn harness. 

And away they went toward Harlem ; and in abont an hour, 
Teiy much to the anrprisa of the old anota, who were looking ont 
of the parlor window, the young lady diamounted from an omni- 
bns ! Count Potts had come to dine with them, and he tripped 
down to meet her with nnoommon agility. 

** Why, do you know, sonties!" she exclaimed, asaheoamenp 
sturs ont of breath, '* do yon iniow that Mr. Senile, when I told 
him I was married already to Mr. Potta, stopped his wajtoa, and 
p-p-pntme into an omnihua I" 

" Mftrriod to Mr. Fotts !" ■onuned Amt Owify. 
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" Married to Mr. Potts j" acreamed Aunt Sophy. 

Whj — jes, aunties j he said be most go soatb, if I dida't !' 
drawled out the bride, with only a very little bloab indeed. " Tell 
auDtiea all about it, Mr. Potts !" 

And Mr. Potts, with tbe same amile of infsUibla propriety, 
which seemed a warrant for ererything he naid or did, gave a very 
eketehy account of bis morning'B work, wbiob, like all he under- 
took, bad been exceedingly well done— properly witnessed, certi- 
fied, JEO., &C-, &o. All of which shows the very sound policy of 
first making yourself indispensable to people yon wisb to manage. 
Or, put it receipt-wise : — 

To marry a fiat: — First, raise her np tUl she is giddy. Se- 
cond, go avHj, aad let her down. Third, eome back, and offer 
to support her, if she will give yon her hand. 

" Sim^ cowme bonjour /" as Salno wya. 
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THE POWER OP AN "INJURED LOOK." 
CHAPTER I. 

I HAD B Bort of ctndle-light utqnuDtaoce with Mr. Philip 
MoBaeit when we were in college. I me&D to eay th&t I had a 
daylight repugnaDce to him, and never walked with him or talked 
with bim, or rode with hiin, or ut with bim ; and, iadeed, seldom 
saw him — except as one of a club ojeter-party of six. He was a 
short, sharp, eatirical man (nicknamed " tny eruti," by his oroaiea 
— rather descriptively !) but as plausible and vindictive aa 
MephistopheUe before and after^tbe min of a soul. In some 
other state of existence I had probably known and suffered by 
Phil. McRucit — for I knew him like the sleeve of an old coat, 
the first dsy I laid eyes OD him ; tbongb other people seemed to 
have no sncb instinct. Oh, we were not new aoqnaintances — 
from whatever star be bad been transported, for his sins, to this 
planet of dirt. I think he was of the same opinion, himself. He 
chose between open warfare and conciliation in the first five min- 
utes — after seeing me as a stranger — chose the latter. 

Six or seven years after leaving college, I was following my 
candle np to bed rather musingly, one ni^htat the Aster, and 
on turning a comer, 1 was obliged to walk rnucd a sboit gen- 
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deman who stood at tbe bead of tbc stain in an attitude of 
fixed contemplation. Ab I ve&thered the top of bis hat rather 
closely, I caaght the direction of hie eye, and sav tbat he was 
regarding, very fixedly, a pair of rather dusty kid slippers, whieb 
had been set outside the door, probably for cleaning, by the ooca- 
pant of the chamber opposite. As the gentleman did not moTe, 
I tnrned on the half landing of the next fiight of st^iira, and 
looked back, breaking in, by my sadden pans«, upon bia 6t of 
abstraction. It waa McRueit, and on recogoiiing me, h« imme- 
diately beckoned me to his side. 

" Does it strike yon,** said be, " that there is anylHng pccn- 
liar in that pair of shoos ,'" 

" No— except that they certify to two very small feet on the 
other fiide of the door." 

" Not merely ' email,' my dear fellow ! Do yon saa whore the 
jiressvre bas been in those slender shoos, how straight the inaids 
line, how arched the instep, how confidingly flat the pressure down- 
ward of the little great toe t It's a woman of sweet and relying char- 
acter who wore that shoe to-day, and I must know her. More, sir, 
I most marry her I Ah, you laugh — but I wtU .' There's a mag- 
netism- in that pair of shoes addressed to me only. Beg yonr 
pardon — good night — I'll go town staira and find ont her nnmber 
— ' 74 !' I'll be well acquainted with ' 74' by this time to-morrow !" 

For the unconscious young lady asleep in that room, I lay awake 
half the night, troubled with foreboding pity. I knew the man 
so well, I was so certain that he woidd leave nothing poaaible un* 
done to carry out this whimsical purpose. I knew tbat from that 
moment was IcTcIled, point-blank, at the lady, whoerer she might 
be (if single) a battery of devilish and pertinacious ingenuity, 
wbiob would earry mo>t any amall fart ot a hsart, most any way 
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b&rricaded uid defended. He wu well off, he ma well-looking 
enongh ; he was deep and cnftj. Bat if he did win her, she 
was gone t gone, I knew, from happineBs, like a stone from a 
■ling. He was a tyrant — subtle in his cruelties to all people de- 
pendent on him — and her life would be one of refined torture, 
neglect, betrayal and tears. 

A fit of intermittent disgust for strangers, to wbioh all persons 
living ia hotels are more or lean liable, confined mj travels, foe 
Bome days after this renoonCre, to the silenee-and-slop thorough- 
fare of the back -stairs. "Coming to mj feed" of society one 
rainy morning, I went into the drawing-room after breakfast, and 
was not Bitrptised to see MoRueit in a posture of absorbed attea- 
tios beside a lady. His sljck stood on the floor, and with his left 
t^eek resling on the gold head, be was gaaing into her face, and 
evidently keeping her perfectly at iier ease as to the waots and 
gaps of conversation, as he knew how to do — for he was the readiest 
man with his brick and mortar whom I ever bad encountered. 

" Who is that lady }" I asked of an omni-acqoainted old bach- 
elor friend of mine. 

" Miss Jontbee Twitt — and what can be the secret of that 
rather exclosive gentleman's attention to her, I cannot fancy.** 

I polled a newspaper from my pocket, and seating myself in 
one of the deep windows, commenced rather a eompassionato 
fltndy of MisB Twitt — intending fnlty, if I should find her interest- 
ing, to save her from the clutches of my detestable classmate. 

Bhe was a alight, hollow-cheated, consumptiTe-Iookiog girt, with 
■ oast of features that any casual observer would be certain to 
describe as " interesting." With the first two minutes' gase 
upon her, my sympathies were aottve enough for a crusade 
against a nhole army of eoonabial tyrants. I suddenly paused, 
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howerer. Something McEueit eaid made a change in the lady's 
couDteDBQoe. She aat just us still ; she did not mova her head 
from ils negligent posture ; her eyehrowa did not contract ; her 
lips did not stir j but the doll, eickly- colored lidd descended 
oaliuly and fixedly till they bid from sight the upper edges of 
the pupils ! and by thb slight bat iDfallible sign I knew — but the 
story will tell what I knew. Napoleon iva.i nearly, but not quite 
right, when he said that there was an rclianoo to be placed on 
peculiarities of feature or expression. 



CHAPTER n. 

In August of that same year, I followed the world to Sarato- 
ga. In my first reconnoitre of the drawing-room of Congress 
. Hall, I caaght the eye of Mr. McRueit, and received from him 
a cordial salutation. As I put my head right, npon its pivot, 
after an easy nod to my familiar aversion, my eyes fell apon Miss 
Jonthee Twilt — lAat vai — for I had seen, in the newspapers of 
two months before, that the resolve (bom of the dusty slipper 
ontside her door), had been brought about, and she was now on 
the irrevocable aide of a honeymoon sixty days old. 

Her eytiid wot down upon the pupil — motionless, ooncentrated, 
and vigilant as a couched panther — and from beneath the hem 
of her dress curved out the high arched instep of a foot pointed 
with desperate tension to the carpet ; the little great toe (whose 
relying pressnre on the soiled slipper Mr. McRueit had been 
capiivuled by), now rigid with as strong a purpose as spiritual 
homeopathy ooold concentrate in so small a tenement. I thougbl 



^dbyGoogle 



SIS rUN JOTTINGS. 

I would mtke Mr. and Mra. MoRueit tbe Bubjeot of qniel slvd; 
while I remUDed at Saratoga. 

But I have not iiieiitioiied the immediate oaose of Mrs. Mo- 
Rueii's TeseotmeDt. Her bridegroom was walking np and dowc 
the room with a certain Mrs. Wannialciir, a widow, who was a 
better woman than she looked to be, as 1 ohanoed to know, bat 
as nobody could know without the iotimate acqualatanoe with 
Airs. VVanmaker npoa which I base this remark. With bcaotj 
of tbe most voluptuous oast, and a passiou for admiration which 
induiKd her to throw oat every possible lure to men any way 
worth bar time as fictims, Mrs. Wanmsker's blood was as " cold 
as the flow of Iser," and her propriety, in fiiot, wholly impregna- 
ble. I had been myself " tried on" by the widow Waomaker, 
and twenty cararan-m arches might hare been made across the 
Desert of Sahara, while the oonviotion I have just stated was 
"gettmg through my hair." U was not wonderful, therefore, 
that both iha bride and her (nsnally) most penetrations bride* 
groom, had sailed over the widow's shallows, nnoonsoions of 
soundings. She was a " deep" woman, too — ^bnt in the loTS 
line. 

I thought MoRueit singularly off his guard, if it wero only for 
" appearances.'' He monopolkied the widow effeotually, and she 
thought it worth her while to let the world think faim (a bride- 
groom and a rising young politician), mad for her, and, truth to 
say, tbey carried on the war strennously. Perfectly certain as I 
wu that " the whirligig of time*' would " bring about the 
revenges" of Mrs. MoRueit, I began to feel a meantime pity for 
hor, and bad myself presented duly by MoRueit the next morn- 
iag after breakfast. 

It was a tepid, flaccid, rcTory-colored August morning, and tbe 
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sola tliought of the naireree seetaed to be to lit down. The 
devotees to g&jety aod mineral water dawdled out to the porti- 
ooes,and aomesat ou oh aira under the treea, and the dandies lay on 
the grass, and the old ladies on the steps and the settees, and here 
and there, a man on the b&Iustrade, and, Id the large swing, vit- 
a-vis, sat McRneit and the widow Wanmaher, chattering la an 
undertone qnite inaudible. Kirs. McBueit sat on a bench, with 
her back against one of the high-sfaouldered pine-trees in the 
coort-yard, sod I had called McRueit out of his swing to present 
me. But he retomed itomediately to the widow. 

I thought it would be alleviative and good-natored to give Mrs. 
Mcltueit an insight to the harmlesaDesa of Mrs. Wantnaker, and 
I had done so very nearly to mj satisfactJon, when I discovered 
that the slighted wife did not care sixpence about the fact, and 
ibat, nolike Hamlet, she only knew twnu. The more I develop- 
ed the innocent object of the widow's ontlay of smiles and confi- 
dentialities, the more Mrs. MoRaeit placed herself in a posture 
to be remarked bj the lonngers in the coort-yard and the dawd- 
lers on the portico, and the more she deepened a certain look — 
yon must ima^e it for the present, dear reader. It would take 
a razor's edge of analysis, and a Flemish paint-pot and patience 
to carve that injured look into language, or paint it trnthfully to 
the eye ! Juries would hang husbands, and reeordmg angels 
" ruthlessly overcharge," upon the unsupported evidence of sach 
a look. She looked as if her heart must have enSbeated with 
forbearance long before she began to look so. She looked as if 
she had forgiven and wept, and was ready to forgive and weep 
again. She looked as if she would give her life if she could 
conceal " her feelings," and as if she was nerriog sonl, and 
heart, and eyelids, and lachrymatory glaods— all to agony-— to 
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prerent InirBtiiig into tears with her vnntlerahle Mgniah ! It 
wu the most anreHutiiig, nnreseDtfal, patient, sweet miserabla- 
nest ! A lamb's williDgness to " famish forth another meal" of 
chops aQd sweetbread, was testj to such meek endaranoe ! She- 
was eTideatljr a martyr, a victim, a crashed flower, a " poor 
tbiDg !" Bttt she did, now and then — unseen b; anybody hnt 
me — give a glance from that tmocated orb of a pupil of hers, 
over the top. of her handkerchief, that, if inoarnated, would have 
made a hole in the bide of a rhinooeros ! It was triamph, 
TODom, implacabilitj — snob aa I bad never before seen expressed 
in hamaii glanoee. 

There are many persons with bat one idea, and that a good 
one. Mrs. McRueit, I presame, was ineapable of appreciating 
my interest in her. At any rat« she played the same game with 
me as with other people, and managed her afhira altogether with 
perfect unity. It was in vain that I endeavored to hear from her 
tongue what I read in the lowering pnpil of her eye. She spoke 
of HoRneit with evident relnotance, bat always with discretion — 
nover blaming him, nor leaving any opening that should betray 
resentment, or turn the current of sympathy from herself. The 
result wm immediate. The women in the house began to look 
black npon McRneit, The men " sent bim to Coventry" more 
nnwillbgly, for he was amosing and popnlar — but " to Coventry" 
be went ! And at laat the widow Wanmaker became aware that 
she wms wasting her time on a man whose attentions were not 
wanted elsewhere — and tie (the nnkindest cat of all) fonod rea- 
■ons for looking another way when bo approached her. He had 
became Aware, during this process, what was " in the wind," bat 
be knew too moeh to Btay in the publio eye when it was inflamed. 
With bis brows lowering, and hia ftcc );loomy with feelings I 
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canld euilj interpret, be took the early oobcIi oo tbe third mora- 
iog *ftcr mj iatroduoiioa to Mrs. MoBueiC, snd departed, proba- 
bly for a duciptiae trip, to some plaoe where Bj'mpathj vith liii 
wife would he lesa dangetoaa. *■ 



CHAPTER m. 

I iHiME, that withia the next two or three years, I heard 
McRneit's name mentioned several times, or saw it in the papen, 
oonneoted with strong politioal movemente. I had no ver; defi- 
niie idea of where be was residing, however. Busioesa called 
me to a western county, and on the road I fell into the companj 
of a great political ecliemer and partisan — one of those joints (of 
tbe feline political bodj), the next remove from the " oat'i 
paw." Finding that I oared not a straw for politics, and that ws 
were going to the same town, be andertook the bland isbment of 
an overflow of eonfidence npon me, probably with the remotfl 
poasibitity that he might have occasion to use me. [ gave in to 
it BO far aa oourteonsly to receive all his secrets, and we arrived 
at oar destination excellent friends. 

llie town was in a fermeot with the comiog eleolion of a mem- 
ber for the legislature, and the hotel being very crowded, Mr. 
Develin (my fellow-traveller) and myself were pnt into a double- 
bedded room. Busy with my own affairs, [ saw bnt little of hini, 
and he seemt^d quite too mnoh occupied fbr conversation, tul Ao 
third night after our arrival. Lying ia bed with the Bioon%ht 
■treaming into the room, he began to give me lome aeoeuntof 
tite campaign preparing fiir aronadi us, *ii4 presently meBUoii«| 
14» 
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the nune of MoSueit — (the Bune, hy the wey, tbat I had sees 
upon the pUotrds, vithout cariag particnliu'lj to inqniie whether 
or not it wu " mine ancient^' arersion). 

" Thej are not aware," aaid Mr. Develin, after talking on llie 
■abject awhile, " that this petty election, ia, in fact, the grain of 
sand that is to tnrn the presidential seale. If MoBneit shoold be 
elected (as I am urr; to sbj there Beems every ohanoe he will 
be), Van Baren'a doom b sealed. I have come a little too late 
here. I shonld have had time to know something more of this 
mso MoRueit — " 

" Perhaps I can give yon some idea of him," ioterrnpted I, 
" for he haa chanced to be more in my way than 1 tronid have 
bargained toi. But what do yon wish to know partieniarly ?" 
(I spoke, as the reader will see, in the nnsuspecting ioooeence 
of my heart). 

** Oh — anything — anything ! Tell me all you know of him !" 

Mr. Develin's vividness rather surprised me, for he raised 
himself on his elbow in bed — but I went on and narrated veiy 
mush what I have put down for the reader in the two preceding 
^duplen. 

*' How do yon spell Mrs. Wanmaker's name i" asked my im- 
bedded vit-A-vu, as I stopped and turned over to go to sleep. 

I spell it far him. 

He jumped out of bed, dressed himself and left the room. 
\9ii\ the reader permit me to follow him, like Aemodeos, giving 
with Aemodean brevity the knowledge I afterward gained of his 
oa of my involuntary revelation I 

• Mr. Bavelin roused the acUve member of the Tan Bnren eom- 
■mittm-trom hisjdumber, and in mi hour had Uie printers of their 
> party paper at work npon a placard. A la^ meeting was to bi 
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held the next da; in tlie towD-hall, during which both oaudidatcB, 
it was supposed, would address the people. Ladles were to oc- 
cupy the galleries. The hour came round. Mrs. McRueit's 
carriage drove into the village a few mioates before eleven, and 
as she stopped at a shop for a moment, a letter was handed her 
by a boy. She nat still and read it. She was alone. Her face 
turned livid with paleness after its first flush, and forgetting her 
errand at the shop, she drove on to the town-hall. She took her 
scat in a prominent pait of the gallery. The prelim inaties were 
gone through with, and her husband rose to speak. He was a 
plausible orator, an eloquent man. But there waa a seatimeot 
circulating in the audience — something whispered fiom man to 
man — that strangely took o£F the attention of the audience. He 
could not, as be had never before found difficulty in doing, beep 
their eyes upon bis lips. Every one teas gazing on his wife ! 
And there she sat — with her injured look ! — pale, sad, appar- 
ently striving to listen and conceal her mental sufiiiring. It was 
as convincing to. the audience of the truth of the insiauatiou that 
was passing from mouth to mouth — as convincing as would have 
been a revelation from Heaven. McKueit followed the many up- 
turned eyes at last, and saw that they were bent on his wife, aud 
that — once more — after years of oonciliatioa, she wore thai 
iNJu&EO LOOK ! Bis heart failed him. He evidently compre- 
hended that the spirit tuat had driven him from Saratoga, years 
before — ^Ofular tym^hy viiiA women — had overtaken bim and 
was plotting against him once more. His speech began to lose 
its concentration. He talked wide. The increasing noise over- 
powered him, and he descended at last from the platform in the 
midst of a universal hiss. The other candidate rose and spoke; 
and at ths eloK of his *p«eoli Ui« meotiDg broke up, and as they 
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tBsperseJ, tkur eyes were met Kt everj comer with k large pU- 
oard, ia which " tnjared wife," " unfaithful hiubaod," " widow 
W — B — k — r," were the worda in promioeDt capic&la. I'he 
electtOD came on the next day, and Mr. UcKupit being signallj 
defeated, Mr. Tan Bortn's election to the Presidenoy (if Mr. 
Devehn knew aaythtDg) waa made certaia — brought about by a 



My bosioess ia the county was the purohaee of land, and for a 
year or two a^rward, 1 was a great deal there. Peeling that I 
had uniDteutionally furnished a weapon to bis enemies, I did pen- 
ance by cultivating MoKueit. I went often to his bouse. lie 
WHS at first a good deal broken up by tbo suddea check to hia 
ambition, but he rallied with a change in his character for which 
I was Dot prepared. He gave up all antagonism toward hia wife. 
He assumed a new manner to her. She had been skilfully nan- 
aged before — bnt he took her now confidingly behind his shield. 
He felt overmastered by the key she had to popular sympathy, 
and he determined wisely to make it turn in his favor. By assi- 
duity, by tcDderness, ohildlikeness, he sacoeeded in completely 
eonviaoiDg her that he had but one ont-of-doors wish — that of 
embellishiDg her existence by his success. The e&brt on her was 
marrelloita. She recovered her health, gradually changed to a 
joyous and earnest promoter of her husband's interests, and they 
were soon a marked model in the county for conjugal devotion. 
The papular impression soon gained ground that Mr. McRueit 
had been ahamefully wronged by the previous prejudice against 
hb cbaracter as a husband. The tide that had already turned, 
soon swelled to a flood, and Mr. McRueit lune — but Mr. Mo- 
Bueit is too powerful a person iu the present government to fol' 
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low any &rther. Saffice it to say that he might retnrn to Hra, 
Wanm&ker aod his old courses if he liked — for hia wife's 
iTijuRED LOOK is entiFelj fattened out of poitibilily by her happi- 
ness. She weighs two hnndred, and oould do more look injured 
than Sir John Falstaff. 
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MRS. FLJMSON. 

Few women had more gifts tban Mrs. FHnjBon. She was bora 
of clover parents, and was lady-lfte and good-looking. Her edu- 
cation was that of a female Crichton, carefal and uoiversal ; and 
while she had more than a smattering of most languages and sci- 
ences, she was np to any Sight of fashion, and down to every 
secret of notable housewifery. She piqued herself, indeed, most 
upon her plain accomplishments (thinking, perhaps, that her 
more uncommon ones would speak for themselves) ; and it was k 
greater triumph, to her apprehension, that she could direct the 
country butcher to the sweet-bread in slaughtering his veal, and 
show a country-girl how to send it to table with the proper com- 
plexion of a fie dt reau, than that she could entertain any man- 
ner of foreigner in bis own language, and see order in the stars 
and diamonds in baek-logs. Like most female prodigies, whose 
friends expect them to be matched as well as praised, Mrs. Fliuison 
lost the pick of the market, and married a man very much her 
inferior. The pis alltr, Mr. Flimson, was a person of excellent 
family (after the fashion of a hill of potatoes — the best part of it 
tinder ground), and possessed of a moderate income. Near the 
meridian sun of a metropolis, so small a star would of course be 
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exUagoished ; and aa it was neceBsarj to Mra. Fliroson'a exist 
ence tbat ehe should be the cynosure of something, she iodaoed 
ber husband to remove to the sparser field of a distaot conntrj' 
tDirn,nhere, with her diplomatic abilities, she hoped to balld him 
him np into a member of Congress. And here shone forth the 
genius of Mrs. Flimsoo. To make herself perfectly au fait of 
country habits, usages, and prejudices, and opinions, was but the 
work of a month or two of stealthj observation. At the end of 
this short period, she had mastered a manner of rustic franbnesi 
(to be put on at will) ; she had learned the secret of all rural 
economies ; she bad found out what degree of gentility would 
inspire respect without offi^nding, or exciting envy, and she had 
made a near estimate of the inflaenoe, consequence, and worth- 
tronble-ness of every family within visiting distance. 

With this ammunition, Mrs. Flimson opened the campugn.- 
She joined all the sewing-circles of the village, refusing steadily 
the invidious honor of manner, pattern- cutter, and treasurer ; she 
selected one or two talkative objects for her charity, and was stu- 
diously secret in her manner of conveying her benefactions. She 
talked with farmers, quoting Mr. Flimson for her facta. She dis- 
coursed with the parson, quoting Mr. Flimson for her theology. 
She was intelligent and mtty, and distributed plentiful scraps of 
information, always quoting Mr. Flimson. She managed the farm 
uid the household, and kept all the aoconnts — Mr. Flimson was 
■0 overwhelmed with other business ! She talked politics, admit- 
ting that she was less of a republican than Mr. Flimson. She pro- 
duced excellent plans for charitable associations, town improve- 
ments, and the education of children — all the result of Mr. Flun- 
Bon's hours of relaxation. She was — and was only — Mr. Film* 
son's humble vioogerent and poor reproBentative. And erery 
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thing would leam m> mnoh better denied if be eoold bare ex- 
pressed it in person ! 

Hot Mr. FlimBOD wm nerer nominated for CongreBS, and Mrs. 
Flimnon was very well nnderatood from the first by ber oonntrj 
neighbors. There was a flaw in the high polish of her edncation 
—an error inaeparable from too mnoh (xmsciotuneea of poroelaiQ 
in this crockery world. To raise themselTes safficiently above the 
Mmmon level, the &mily of Mrs. Flimson habitually uaderrated 
Tolgar bnman nature, and the aceomplUbed danghter, good at 
every thing else, never knew where to find it. She thinks herself 
in a olond, floating far out of the reach of thoee aroand her, when 
tbey are reading her at ann'a length like a book. She cslcnlatea 
her eoodeseension for " forty fathom deep," when the object of it 
■its be«de her. She comes down graciously to the people's ca- 
pacity, and her simpliolty is set down for trap. And s^ll won- 
dering that Mr. Flimson is allowed by his conntry to remain in 
obaonrity, and that stnpid mstios will not fuse and be moulded by 
her well-stndiBd congenialities, she be^os to turn her attention to 
things more on her own level, and on Sundays locks like a saint 
distressed to be ont of heaven. Bnt for that one thread of con- 
tempt woven into the woof of her education, Mrs. Flimson might 
have shone as a star in the world where she glimmers like a 
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FROM SAKATOGA. 

rO THE JDLIA OF SOME TEAB3 AGO. 
Jugul S, 1843. 

1 HATE not written to yoa ia your boy's lifetime — t'liat fine lad, 
ft sbade teller than yoarself, nhom I eometimee meet at my 
tailor's and bootmaker's. I am not rery sure, that after tlie first 
month (bitter month) of yonr marriage, I have thought of yoa 
for the duration of a tevery — fit to be bo called. I loved yoa — 
lost yon — Bwore your ruin and forgot you — whiob is love's olimaz 
vhen jilted. And I never expected to thialc of you again. 

Beside the astonish meat at hearing from me at alt, you will be 
inrprised at reoeiviog a letter from me at Saratoga. Here where 
the stars are, that yon swore by — here, where the springs and 
colonnades, the woodwalks and drives, the sofas and springs, are 
all coated over with your delicious perjuries, your " protested " 
protestations, your incaloulahle bankruptcy of sighs, tears, oar- 
esses, promises ! Oh ! Julia — mail, reliau lid, ma plume ! 

I assure you I had not the slightest idea of ever coming here 
again in the world — not the sUghtest ! I had a vow in heaven 
against it, indeed. While I hated you — before I forgot yon, that 
ia to say — I would not have eome for yonr fausbaDd's million — 
(your price, Jnlia '.) I had laid Saratoga away with a great imI* 
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to be reopened in the next star I abalt bhabit, and nsed as a 
ligbthooie of vaniing. Tbere was one bannister at Coogreas 
Hall, partioolarly — across which we parted nightljr — the next 
object mj hand toached after lo»ng the warm pressure of yonrs 
' — the place I leaned over with a heart nsdor mjr waistcoat which 
wonld have sealed Oljmpns to be nearer to jon, yet was kept 
back bj that mahogany and four " no " — and I will believe that 
devils tuay become dolls, and ghosts plaj aroand as like tho 
■moke of a cigar, nnee over that bannister I have thrown mj teg 
and sat thinking of the past without phrensy or emotion ! And 
none have a better right than we to langh now at love's passion- 
ate eternities ! For we were lovers, Jnlia — I, as I know, and 
yon, as I believe — and in that entry, when we parted to dream, 
write, eontrive for the blissful morrow — anything bat sleep and 
forget — m that entry and over that bannister were said words of 
tenderness and devotion, from as deep soundings of two hearts as 
ever plummet of this world could by possibility fathom. Yon 
did love me — monster of untruth and forgetfolness as yon have 
since been bought for — you did love me ! And that you can ride 
in your hniband's carriage and grow &t, and that I can corns 
here and make a mock of it, are two comments on love worthy 
of the common-place-book of If ephistophiles. Fie on us ! 

I came to Saratoga as I would look at a ooat that I had worn 
twenty years before — mth a sort of vacant curiosity to see the 
ehell m which I had once figured. A friend said, " Join mo at 
Saratoga 1" and it sonnded like, " Come and seo where Julia was 
adorable/ I oame in a raitcar, nnder a hot sun, and wanted my 
dinner, and wished myself where Julia, indeed, sat fat in her 
faufetal — wished it, for the good wine in the collar and the 
Franeh eook in the kitchen. And t did not go down to " Oon- 



=dt>yG00gIC 



EPHEMERA. gJX 



gKBs Hall,** tbe old palats d'amovr — but in the modern ftod oom- 
fort&ble parlor of the " TTnited States," sat down by k pretty 
womiD of these days, and chatted abont the water-lily in her 
bosom and the boy she had Dp stairs — ooldly and ererj-day-ishly. 
I had been there six honrs, and yon had not entered my thoughts. 
Please to believe that, Julia ! 

But ia the evening there was a ball at Congress Hall. And 
though the old house is nnfasbionable now, and the lies of love 
are elsewhere told and listened to, there was a raoTement amon); 
the belles in its favor, and I appended myself to a lady's arm 
and went boldly. I say boldly, for it required an effort. The 
tiriltgbt had fallen, and with it bad come a memory or two of the 
Springs in our time, I had seated myself against a pillar of the 
colonnade of the " United States," and looked down toward Con- 
gress Hall — and yoa were under the old vine-clad portico, as I 
should have seen you from the same tipot, and with the same eye 
of fancy, sundry years ago. So It was not quite like a passion- 
less antiquary that I set foot again on that old-time colonnade, 
and, to say truth, as the band struck up a walti, I might havo 
bad in my lip a momentary quiver, and soma dimness in my 
world-weary eye. Bat it passed away. 

The hall was comme ca, and I found sweet women (as where 
are they not — given, candles and maaic ?) and aired my homage 
as an old stager may. I danced without thinking of you uncom* 
fortably, though the ten years' washing of that white floor baa not 
quite washed out the memory of your Arab instep with its em- 
bracing and envied sandal, gliding and bounding, oh how airily I 
For you had feet, absolute in their perfection, dear Julia ! — ^had 
yon not ? 

But I went out for fresh air on the colonnade, in an evil and 
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forgetM moment I strolled alooe toirard the spring. The lamp 
buraed dim, as it naed to bnrn, tended b; Cupid's minions. And 
on the end of the portico, by the last window of the mnsio-room, 
under that overhanging ivy, with stars in sight that I would bare 
sworn to for the very game — sat a lady in a dress like yours as I 
saw fOQ last, aad black eyes, like jet lamps framed in velvet, 
toTDiog indolently toward me. I held hy the railing, for I am 
superstitious, and it seemed to me that I bad only to ask why yon 
were there — for, ghostly or bodily, ihere I saw you ! Back oama 
your beauty od my memory with yesterday's fresbneEs of recoUeo 
tioQ. Back carae into my heart the Julia of my long-accursed 
adoration ! I saw your confidiag and bewilderiog smile, your 
fine-cat teeth of pearl, your over-beot brow and arch look from 
under, your lily shonlders, your dimpled hands. You were 
there, if my senses were sufficient evidence, if presence he any- 
thing without touch — bodily there ! 

Of course it was somebody else. I went in and took a julep. 
But I write to tell you that for a minute — a minute of enormoos 
capacity — I have loved you once more. For one minute, while 
you probably were buried deep in your frilled pillow — (snoriDg, 
perhaps — who knows ^) — for one minute, fleeting and blissful, 
you have been loved again — with heart, brain, blood, all on fire 
with truth, teodernesa, and passionate adoration — by a man who 
could have bought you (yon know 1 oonld !) for half the money 
you sold for ! And I thought yon would like to know this, 
Julia ! And now, hating yon as before, in your fleshy forgetfiil- 
neas, ]foars not at all. 
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TO MISS VIOLET MABY, AT SARATOGA. 

AsTOR HouBE, August, 1843. 

Start fair, my sweet Violet ' This letter will lie on youi 
table wbeD joa arrive at Saratoga, and it is intended to prepare 
yon for that critical oampaiga. You must knuw the ammnDition 
with which jou go into the field. I have seen service, aa you 
know, and from my retirement (on half-pay), can both devise 
sttateiry and reconnoitre the eneiny's weakness, with discretioD. 
Set your glass before yon on the table, and let us hold a frank 
council of war. 

You never were called beautiful, as you kaow ; and at home 
you have not been a belle — but that is no impediment. You are 
to be beautiful, nae, or at least to produce the result of beauty, 
which is the same thing j and of course yoa «re to be a belle — 
tie belle, if I mbtake not, of the season. Look in your mirror, 
for a roomeot, and refresh your memory with the wherewithal. 

Yon observe that your mouth has blunt corners — which, pro- 
perly managed, is & most effective feature. Yoar complexion 
is rather darkly pale, your forehead ia a shade lower tbati 
thought dosirable, your lipa are full, sweet, and indolent, and 
your eyes are not remarkable unless when well bandied. The 
lids have a beauty, however, which a sculptor woald understand, 
and the duskiness around them may intensify, exceedingly, one 
particular expression. Your figure ia admirably perfect, but in 
this country, and particularly among the men you are to control, 
thie large portion of female bcan^ is neither studied nor valued 
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Your hair ia too profuse to be dressed quite faehionablj, bat it it 
» beauty not to be lost, bo it must be coiffed a CaiaTidim — a very 
taking style to a man once brought to the point of studying you. 

There are two phases in your character, Violet-^earnestneaa 
and repose. The latter eboirs your features to the most advan- 
lage, besides being a most captivating quality ia itself. I would 
use it altogether for the first week. Gayety will never do. A 
laugh on a face like yours is fatal. It spreads into unmesaiag 
platitude the little wells ia the corners of your raoutb (the blunt 
comei's I spoke of above), and it makes your eyes smaller — 
which they can not well bear. Your teeth are miuion anJ white, 
it id Irue, but they tibow charmingly when you speak, and are ex- 
cellent as reserved artiUery, to follow an iutrodnction. Save your 
mirth till the game is won, my dear Violet ! 

Of course you will not appear at breakfast the first morning 
after yonr arrival. The mental atmosphere of the unaired hours 
is too cold and qneetioning far a first appearance. So is the 
hungry half-hour till the sonp is removed. Go down lat« to din- 
ner. Till after the first glass of wine, the heart of man is a 
shut book— opened then for entries, and accessible till shut agun 
by sleep. You need no table-Iesaon, You eat elegantly, and, 
with that swan's neck wrist, curving and ivory-fair, your every 
luovement is ammnnitioa well -bestowed. But there may, or may 
not, be a victim on the other side of the table. 

After dinner is the cAamp de bataille! The men are gallant, 
the ladies melted out, impuhiea a~top, the key of oouversation to- 
prftno, aad everybody gay and trivial So b* net you. It is not 
jonr style. ' Seat yourself where you will have a little space for 
a foregroond, lean your light elbow on your left wrist, and sup- 
port your cheek lan^^idly in the hnllow of your gloved UiB«ib 
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mud foreCnger. Excuse the partioularity, Lat try the a 
yon sit now. Prettj — is it not ? 

Look &nly out of the lops of your eyes ! If women's glaDoes 
wore really the palpable shiifts the poets pabt them, the effective 
ones would out through the eyebrows. Stupid oaes slide over the 
under iid. Try this ! How earnest the glance with the bead' 
bent downward ! — how Billy the eyes with the chin salient ! And 
move year eye indolently, my oharuiing Violet ! It travereea the 
frippery gayety-woof of the Lour with a pretty thread of contrast 
tiiat looks like Bnpeiiority. Men have a natural contempt for 
themselves when in h^h spirits, and repose come^i orer them lika 
a star left in heaven after the turn of a rocket. 

Nothing is prettier in woman than a leaning head ! Bow with- 
out removing the supporting band from your cheek when a man 
is introduced to you ; smile tranquilly, and look steadfastly in 
bis eyes and hear what he baa to say. Lucky for you — it is bis 
deeoir to oommeuce conversation ! And in whatever tone be 
speaks, filch your rttp/y a note lower ! Unutterably sweet is tlis 
, conlrallo tone of woman, and the voices of two persons, oonverS'' 
ing, are like the plummets of their hearts — the deeper from the 
detper — so felt, and so jrielded. If yon think it worth your 
while to harmoniie with his tone a^rtrard, either in argument or 
tenderness, the compliment is only less subtle than overpowering. 

There is a great deal of promenading at Saratoga, and natural 
instinct will teach you most of its oreroomingness ; but I will 
venture a suggestion or two. If you are bent on damage to your 
man, lay your writt forward to hit, and let yonr band drop over 
it, when you take bis arm. No mortal eye wonid think it parUe- 
nlar, aor would be— but there is a kind of nnoonseioua afbotioa- 
atenoM about it wbieh is electrie. Of course you would not 
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resort to manifeBt pressure, or lesning heavily, except yon were 
c&rrying oa the war a Potttranee. Walk with yonr head a little 
druoped. If yon wish to walk more slowly, tell him so, but don't 
hajig back. It la enchanting to have a woman " bead you off," U 
tbe sailors say, as if she were trying to wind around you — and it 
has the cbarm, too, of not looking particular ! 

As to conversation, the triok is born with woman. If her pei^ 
Ron is admired to begin with, tbia is the least of her troubles. 
But though you are sweet subjects, and men like to bear you talk 
about yourselves, thure ia a sveeter subject, which they like bet- 
ter than you — themaelvea. And lean away from merriment, Vi- 
olet! No man ever began to love, or made any progress in lov- 
ing, while a woman was langhiug. There is a conEdingness iu 
subdued tones and sad topics which sinks through the npper-onut 
of a man like a stoue throngb the thin ice of a well. Aod if he is 
a man of natural sentiment or feeling, though a worldling him- 
self, the less worldliuess in jww, the better. Piety, in those who 
are to belong to us, is a spsU that, in any but mythologioal days, 
would have superseded the sirens. 

I believe that is all, Violet. At least it is all I need harp upon, 
to you. Dress, you understand to a miracle. I see, by the way, 
that thej are wearing the hair now, like the obaius on the shoul- 
der of a hnssar — three or four heavy curls swung from the tem- 
ples to the back-knot And that will be pretty for yon, as your 
jaw is not Napoleonesqne, and looks better for partial biding- 
Buin your father, if necessary, in gloves and shoes. Primroses 
should not be fresher. And whatever soarfij are made for, wear 
nothing to break the cnrves from ear-tip to shoulder — the senlp- 
ture lines of Beauty in woman. Keep calm. Blood out of place 
IB abominable. And laat, not least, for Heaven's sake don't fall 
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M Ime I If jron do, 1117 preoopts go for nothing ud jonr beDe- 
abip u forgotten hj all bat " the remaider biaonit " 

Yoor affaodauate anclo, Cimka BcTXiu.Br. 

Tbo above carious letter ttas left in the dreniag-table drawer 

of No. -, United States Hotel. It waa not generally known 

that the joang laJy who had oocopied the room before a oerUin 
respectable spinster (who handed us the letter, taking the respon- 
ribility of its publioaljon as a warning), eloped after the third 
day of her belleship — as was to bo expected. The reanlt of mob 
pestilent adrioe is its own proper moral. 



The respeetable and lealoas spinster who sent us for pnbltea- 
tion, as a salutary warning, the very worldly and trappy epiBtle, 
addressed to Misa Tiolet Maby, at Saratoga, and pablished on a 
prenoas page, has laid her fingers on another speoimen of the 
same gentleman's correspoodenee, which we gire, withoat com- 
ment or oorreotioa, as follows : 

AsTOR House, Augwt 10, 1848, 
Mr DEAit Widow : For the wear aod tear of your bright eyes 
in writmg me a letter you are duly credited. That for a real 
half-hour, as Innj; as any ordinary half-hour, snob well-oontrired 
iliaminations abould have oonoe&trated their mortal asiag oa me 
only, is equal, I am well aware, to a prirata audience of any two 
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BUn in tbe finDament — eyeUshea ami petticoats (if not thrown 
in) taraiog the oompariBOn a little in joor fsTor. Thauka — of 
coarse — piled high as the porphyry pyramid of Fapaotla ! 

And yon want " a pattern for a chemisette." Let me t«U yon, 
my dear widow, yon have had a narrow eseape. Had yoa 
■ngnudedly written to yonr milliner for an article so obw^at^— 
bat III not harrow ap yonr feelings. Suffice it, that that onee- 
pririlq^ article has passed over, with decayed empires, to his- 
tory — m arittooraey of mnslin too intoxicated to last " Fiut !" 

The tmth is lAanu are totterinj;. The linen ooflf which was a 
Bhillow representation of the edge of a linen sleeve, and the linen 
oollar or embroidered ehemisette, which as faintly imagined fbrth 
the spotleea npper portion of the same inTeatitnre, are now bona 
Jidt oondnnations of a garment, " though loat to sight to memo- 
ry dear !" The plait on the throat and wrist is scmpaloasly of 
the same fineness, and simply emerges from the ueok and sleere 
of the dress without tarniag over. 

The hem of the skirt is beyond my province of ohserration, 
bnt as the pluted edge wonid be pretty (spread over the instep 
when sitting), the unity is probably preserved. 

Aftopot of instep — the new discovery of a steel spring in the 
shoe to arch the hollow of the foot, has directed attention to the 
curves of those bewitching locomotives, and htd* are coming into 
fashion. This somewhat improves the E^peliness of the pastern, 
: lifts the sex a half inch Dearer heaven — more ont of reaoh than 
ever, of coarse. Adien in Ume — should yon lose sight of me ! 

And now — (for I believe yon may trust " The Lady's Bode" 
for the remuoder of the ohroniole of fashion) — how comes on, 
A, ahanning widow, the little property I have in yonr empire of 
alabaster ? Shall ] recall the title-deed to yonr reoolleotion i 
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Did yon not, on a sommer's nigbt, having the full poaaeBBion of 
^our aenseB, lay a roae-Ieaf wetted with dew on jonr left temple ? 
Did yon not, witboot mental reservation, scratch it round with a 
thorn of the same rose, and then and there convey to me the ter- 
ritory so bounded, to have and to hold for my natural life, to be 
guarded, at year peril, from trespass or damage f Did yon not, 
at the same place and time, with blood taken from your pricked 
finger, write me oat, to thia effect, a roay conveyance, of which, 
if needful, I con send yon, in red ink, a paler copy ? Of course 
I do not aak for information. Ton know you did. And yoa 
know yon had for it a conaideration — of anch Immortality as was 
in my power to bestow : — 

" Where prew this hour those Bury ftett" 4c. 

Yon married — and with so prying a neighbor as yonrremun 
der's husband, I did not very frequently vi»t my little property. 
Yon had the stewardship over it, and I presume that yon respect- 
ed, and made others respect, the righta of the proprietor. I 
never heard that your husband was seen invading the premises. 
I have every reason to believe tliat he was uniformly directed to 
plant his tvHpt elsewhere than in my small garden. It was to me 
ft Numbering investment — and HtQ inlereit, 1 must be permitted 
to advise you, has accumulated upon it ! 

And now that my prying neighbor ia dead, and the property in 
the opposite temple and the remainder of the demeaoe, has 
reverted to the original proprietor, I may be permitted to propose 
myself as an occupant of my own territory, pro Urn., with liberty 
to plock fmit from the opposite garden aa long aa it remaina no- 
teiiasted. Take care how yon warn me off. That peach «poa 
would make a thief of a better man. 
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Yon dttdaiit news, of course. China is taken by the Gngluli, 
itniil the Down'Town-Bard hu reoorered his appetite for ch&m- 
pafine, and writes regularly for the New Mirror. The Queen's 
Guards have done coming over ; the town dull ; and boDnets (I 
forgot to mention) are now worn preoipitaled over the nose at an 
angle of fbrty-Gve degrees. 

Adien, my dear widow. Command me till yon lose yonr 
beanty. Yours at present, 

C IN IT A Bevzblbt. 



onnrA sktkrlbt, Xsq., to alezis vom fsuhi.. 

AsTOR House, Sapt. 1, 1843. 

Mt dxar heph-linq : I congratulate yoa on the Attainment 
of your degree u " Master of Arte." In other words, I wish 
the sin of the Faculty well repeated of, in having endorsed upon 
parchment such a barefaced fabrication. Put the docnment in 
your pocket, and come away ! There will be no occasion to air 
it before doouieday, probably, and fortunately for yon, it will then 
revert to the Facnlty. Quiaeat adhve — as I used to say of my 
tutor's bills till they came throsgfa a lawyer. 

And sow, what is to become of yon i I do not mean as to 
what your grandmother calls yoor "temporal welfare." Tou 
were bom to guldnlost like a bntteifly's wing. Ten thousand a 
year will ooie into your palm like insenBible perspiration — (priu' 
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flipally from iavestmenU in tba " Life and Trnat'O- Bat 7011T 
ilyle, m; de&r boy — your idiosyuoraBy of broadcloth and bearer, 
Mtin and paten t-leatber — your outer type — your atmospbere— 
your cut ! Oh, Alexis ! 

But let w look this momeotons matter coolly in the face. 

America has dow arrived at that era of civilized aggrandize- 
ment when it ia worth a gentleman's while to tie hia cravat for 
the national meridian. We can aSbrd to wish St. James street 
" ban voyagt" in its decline from empir%. We dress better than 
Great Britaio. Ilium fuit. The last appeal of the noirerse, as 
to male to^ery, Hea in the approval -of forty eyes lucent beneath 
twenty bonnets in Broadway. In the decision of twenty belleaor 
thereabout, native in New York, resides, at this present crisis, 
the eidolon of the bean supreme. Homage d la siodtManhaUa,*- 
etque/ 

But, to the aanctuoi of faahioo there is no thoroughfare. 
Three persons, arriving at it by the same roud, aend it fiying like 
"Loretto's cbapei through the air." Every man his own guide 
thither, and bia path trackleaa as a bird's alley to bis nest ! I 
can but give you some looae data for guidance, and pray that 
" by an inatiuct yon have'' you may take a " bee-line" of your 

Of oourae you know that during the imitative era just paat, 
there have been two styles of men's dreas — the I^ondonish and 
the Parisian — ^pretty equally popular, I ebould aay. The London 
man dreeaea loose above, the Paris man loose below — tight hipa 
and bagfry ooat in St. James street — baggy trousers and pinched 
coat on the Boulevard, The Englishman puis on hia cravat with 
Bummary energy and a short tie — the Frenchman rejoices in a 
ToluptoooA waterfiJl of satin ; and eaoh, more putiottlatly in this 
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mattor of neckcloth, ftbhon tb« otber. Join Boll showa hia 
■hirt-ooUu- till death — Monsieur sinks it with the aaiae pertinae- 
Itf. English eztravBgance, fine Uitea — French extravagaoee, 
prioirose kids. 

Somethiog is dne, of oonrsej to the settled principles of art. 
B; the laws of senlptnre, the Frenohmaa is wroog — the beaut; 
of the male figure cooeisUog in*the breadth of the shooldera and 
the narrowness of the hips ; and this formation shows blood and 
breeding, moreover, as to have small hips, a moo's pr<^nitora 
must not hare carried burdens. So — for ma — trousers snug to 
the barrel, aod coat scant of skirt, but prodigal above. Decide 
for jonrself, not withstao ding. There is a certain^ ne sfais gnoi 
in bagginesa of continnatiou — specially on a tall man. It only 
don't suit my style I 

And, ae to oravat, I have the same weak leaning toward Bond 
street. The throat looks poalliced in those heavy Toluminoua- 
nesses Black dimiDishea the apparent sise, too, and the more 
■hirt-bosom visible, tbe broader the apparent ctiest. It depends 
ou the stuff, somewhat. Very rich billows of fiowered satin look 
ruinous — and that the ladies love. But in every other particu- 
lar, if you tciil wear these eolipscrs of linen, jou must be as lav- 
andered as a lily at dawn — compensatory, as it were ! And if 
yon show your collar, for Heaven's sake let it follow the curve of 
jour jawbone, and not run athwart it like a rocket aimed at tbe 
corner of yonr eyebrow t I am sensitive as to tWn last hint^ 
Tbe reform was my own. 

One caution — never be persuaded that there is snob a thing aa 
a bfcbion of hat ! Believe me, the thing is impossible ! Employ 
ao artist. George Flagg bu a good eye for a gentleman's 
belongings, and he'll make a drawing of you with refarenoe to s 
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luU. No hkt ia endnrable tlwt will not look well in a luotsro. 
Fonder the brim. Stud; how the front caire oats the line of tbs 
eyebrow. Regulate it bj the expression of face common to yon 
when dftwdling. See if jaa require lengthening or crowding 
down — phjuogoomioallj, I mean. Low orowns »re moaetroui 
Tindictive Bell orowna He dressy — white hata rowdy. And, 
onoe fixed in your tute by artiBtical priooiples, be pretty constant 
through life to that h&L Have it reproduced (rigidly, witfaqnt 
GonBultatioQ with yonr hatter), and give it a shower-bath helbro 
wearing. Unmitigated new hat is troly frightful. Orlaado Fish 
takes your idea cU'verly, touching a tile of your own. 

As to the Castaly of coats, I am driven to believe that thsr' 
trae fonot is at PhiUdetphta. One marvellous ooat after another 
arrived at Saratoga while I was there, and ta my astonished re- 
search as to their orisio, and there was but one reply — " Carpen- 
ter." What may be the address of this Carpenter' of coats, I 
know not yet. But I shall know, and soon — for be builds to 'ft' 
miracle. Trousers, as yon know, are sent home in the roti^, 
and adapted by perseverance. They are a complex mystery, on 
tbo whole. Few makers know more than a part in the , seienoe i 
of cutting them, and you must supply the rest by clear expoodd- 
iag and perdnacioos experiment. The trade is trying, and.>lioilld 
be expiative of crimeia the "eufierer." 

There is bat one simple idea in boots — patent-leather and 
itraight on the inside. But, by-tbe-way, to jump ftbmptly to th» 
other extremity, how do you wear yonr bur. For CniHd's and 
the Qraoe's sake, don't be English in tiat .' Short bur on~ a 
young man looks to me madhousey. Ugh! Straight or oor^y- 
leave it long enough to make a bootlace for ft lady 1 And ioft 
that it Io(^ threadable by slight fiogera— for if yon ibMU 
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eluinee to be tMloved, there will be fiogera nnempleyed bat for 
Ibat little eDdenrtnent. So tt least I ooDJectore — b&ld mjeelf, 
and of eoarae, not experienced authoritj. 

Bat, whatever joa decide, don't step into the street rashly ! 
Keep yoanelf " on private view" for a few dsye after jroa are 
made Dp, and call in discreet jadges for the benefit of critioism 
— an artist or two among them for the general effects. First im- 
pressions are irrevocable. 

Adien, my boj ! Caution ! — tni ponder on Balzac's diotam : 
" Lttfetuut aivunt la fall, parceque la fait lont la teitU iom- 
act go* wen' lo*" d'eux-mtmu." 

Yoar affectionate uncle, 

CiHN* Gevbrlct. 

p. S. A ihort eane — say as long as your arm — is rather know- 
ioft warn. Noboij ouries » long etiek, except to poke at snakes 
k tl» eoontij. 



Klzr to eatuig, drinking, loving, and money-making, tlie 
greatest desire of human beings seems to be to discover the lin* 
ing of each other's brUns ; and the great differenoe between 
authors and other people seems munly to consist in the fituulty 
of turning oat this llaing to the view. But in this same lining 
there are many phuta, wrinkles, and comers, which even aathori 
•oaroe tbink it worth their while to expand, but which, if aed- 
dentally developed, create an interest, either by tbeir oorreq>oa< 
denoe with other people's wrinkles, oi by their intrimie peoiilH 
^09. 
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Let US sw if we enn p-rt a Aetchy idn of tb« rise and pro 
gresa of literarj eelebritj in Loodon ; or, in other words, ths 
olimbiDg into society, and obtaiaing of notice b; men wbo baves 
oatling to literature. Sterne's method of goneraliiing, by taking 
a single instanoe, is ■ very good one, and we will touch here and 
there upon the history of an individnal whom we know, and who, 
after aohicting several ronnds of tho ladder of saoiety, in still, we 
believe, slowly making hia way npward — or downward. Let as 
eall bim Snooks, if you please, for we osnnot give his real name, 
and still speak as freely as we wish to do of his diffiontties in 
mounting. Snooks was a Manohester hoy of good birth, hninght 
up to business — his position at home about equal to that of a 
merchant's son in New York. He began writing versea for the 
country papers, and at last suoeeeded in getting an article into 
the London New Monthly, and with this eoeonragement oame np 
to town to follow literature for a livelihood. With a modaraie 
stipend from his &ther, be lived a very quiet life for a eonple of 
years, finding it rather diffiadlt to give away his productiona, and 
quite impossible to sell them. There was no opcobg at the same 
time through which be could even make an attempt to get a foot- 
ing in dewrable saoiety. lu the third year he became proof-reader 
to one of the publishers, and being called upon to write aniioipa- 
tory pub of works he had examined in manuscript, he came 
nnder the notioe of the proprietor of one of the weeklicH, and by 
a lucky chance was soon after employed as aub-editor. 1 his was 
his first available foothold. It was his business, of course, to 
leview new books, and, as a " teller'' in the bank of fame, he was 
a penoo^e of some delegated importsnoe. His first agreeable 
mrprise was the rooeipt of a parcel in socnted paper, containing 
tbe vi^n ^iiaons of a ri^t hoaioable lady, who, in a little 
16* 
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' note, with ber complimentt to Mr. Snoolca (for Cili« hkd inquired 
tlte naiBQ of her probaUeoritio throogh a litorary frieDJ), begged 
a DPtieo of ber little book, mod a call from Mr. Sooolcs when he 
■boold haTS oointnitted hie aritieiBini to paper. Snoohs was a 
uaQ of Teij indifferent permDiblei, hU hair of an SDmitigated 
red, and bii voioe of a rerj bair-Bplitiing treble ; but he had a 
violent taste for dreae, and a horn pasEion for oonntessea ; and be 
wrote mot-t anexoeptianable poetry, that would pass for anjbodj's 
in the world, it was wa utterly free from any peeoliarity. This 
last quality made him in excellent Terse-tinker, and be was tha 
man of all others best snited to solder over ^e onoka and obanna 
of right honorable poetrjr- He wrote a most commendatory crit- 
iMsm of her ladyship's book, quoting some passageB, frith here 
and there an emendation of bis own, and called at the noblo 
mannon with the eritique in bis pocket. By this bridge of well- 
bom Tsnity, paying the hnmiliaUng toll of inaineere praise, he 
eroesed the repelling barrier of sristocratic life, and entered it ts 
the ueoossary incnmbranee in her ladyship's literary fkme. Her 
ladyship was " at home" on Thursday evenings, and Snooks be- 
came the invariable fir«t oomer and last goer-sway ; bnt hia hap- 
piness on theae Thursday evenings eould only be called happiness 
when it was reconnoitred from tile distance of Manob ester. He 
went always in an irreproachable waistooat, freah gloves and Tar- 
nished shoes, bat his aooial performancea for the evening oonaiat- 
ed in his first bow to her ladyship, and her ladyship's " How d'ye 
do, Mr. Snooks i" After thia exciting oonveraation, be became 
immediately interested in some of the bijoKz npon the tsble, 
striding off from that to look at a picture ia the corner, or to 
prooure the shelter of a bnst npon a pedestal, behind which be 
eould Beonrely observe the people, so remarkably nocoDSoiooa of 
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his presence. Possibly tow»rd the Utter part of th« eTtning, a 
daady woald level bia glasg at him and wonder how the devil be 
aniaaed himself, or some purblind dovager wonid miefaike him far 
the footniaD, and ask him for a glass of water ; but these were 
his nearest approaches to an iotimaoy with the set in which be 
visited. After a couple of years of interooarae with the nobilitj 
on this footiag, he becomes acquainted with one or two other 
noble authors at the same price, frequents their parties in the 
same way, and having nneqaiToeal evidence (in notes of invita- 
tion) that he visits at the West End, be now finds a downward 
door open to society in Russell square. By dint of talking 
auihenlically of my lady this, and my lord the other, be obtains 
n vogue at the East End nhieh he oould only get by having come 
down fiotn a higher sphere, and through this vestibule of aristo- 
cratic contempt he descend* to the highest society in whioh he 
can ever be familiar. Mr. Snooks has written a novel in tJiree 
viiluiiica, and considers himself fully establidbed u one of tbfl 
nntabililies of London ; but a fish out of water ia happy in eon-- 
parison with Snocka when in the society of the friends he talks 
most about, and if he were to die to-morrow, thoR very 
" friends" would with difficulty remember anything but his red 
head, and the exemplary patience with which he snbmitted to his 
own society. 

The fact is, that the position of a mere literary man in Gng 
laud, iu any circle above that to which be is bom, is that of a 
jackall. lie is invited for what he oontribntes to the entertain- 
ment of the aristocratic lions and lionesses who feed him. He 
has neither power nor privilege in their sphere. He dare not 
introduce a friend, except as another jaekiU, and it would be for 
very extraordinary reasons that he would ever name at the tables 
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where b« is most iatimata, his ftther or motfanr, wife, Hater, or 
brother. The footmno, who aometimea cornea to faim with k note 
or bocd:, knowi th« difference between him and the other gaeata 
of hia maator, and hj an nnpaniahable difference of manner, 
makea the diatinctian in bis aervice. The abandon which th«j 
fuel in hia presence, Ae nerer feela in thdrt; and we doubt 
whedier Thomas Moore himself, the pet of the English aristoe- 
racjr for fort; Tears, ever forgot, in their company, that he was 
in the presence of his saperiors, and an object of condescen^on. 
Now we have many people in this country, Americans bom, 
who are monarchists, and who make no scruple in private conver- 
iatkni of wiahing for a defined aristocracy, and other infrangible 
diatinotiona between the different classes of society. In the pic- 
ture they draw, however, they themselves Ggnre as the arbto- 
ereta ; and we must t^ke the liberty, for the moment, of putting 
them " below the salt," and setting forth a few of their snnoy- 
ances. Take the beat-reoeived Americans in London — yonraelf, 
- ^ example, Mr. Reader \ Yon have no fixed rack, and there- 
fore yoa have nothing to keep yon down, and can rise to any 
position in the gift of your noble entertainer. As & foreigner, 
you circulate freely (aa many well-introduced Americans do) 
through all the porcelain pnutraHa of the West End, You are 
invited to dine, we will say, with his grace, the Duke of Devon- 
shire. There are ten or twelve gneste, all noble except yourself; 
and when you look round upon tbe five other gentlemen, it is pos- 
sible that, without vanity, you may come to the conclusion, tbat 
in dress, address, spirit, and natural gifts, you are ' at least tbe 
equal of those around you. Dinner is late in being annoaoced, 
and meantime, aa you know all the ladies, and are partieularly 
uoquainted widi Ae youngest and prettiest, yon ut down by tbe 
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latter, Knd promiie jonreelf the pleasure of giving her an ann 
vheD the doors are thrown open, aod sitting by her at dinner. 
The bntler makes his appearance at last, and the lady willingljr 
takee jonr arm — when in steps my Lord Flummery, who is a ter- 
rible ** spoon," bat undoubtedly " my lord," takes the lady from 
you, and makes bis way to the dinner-table. Your firet thought 
is to follow and secure a place on the other side of her, bat still 
another couple or two are to take preoedence, and you aic left at 
last to walk in alone, and take the seat that is left — pm-liaps 
between two men who have a lady on the other side. Pleasant 
— isn't it ? 

Again. You are strolling in Regent street or the park with an 
Englishman, whose auqaaintanoe yon made on yonr travels. He 
is a man of fortune, and as independent in his character as any 
man in England. On tbe continent he strnok yon as particularly 
high-minded and free from prejudice. You are chatting with 
him very intimately, when a young nobleman, not remarkable for 
anything but bis nobility, slips his arm into your friend's and 
joins the promenade. From that moment your friend gives yon, 
about as much of his attention as he does to his walking-stiek, 
lets your questions go unanswered, let them be never so elever 
and enjoys with the highest zest the most remote spoonyosities of 
my lord. Yoa, perhaps, as a stranger, visit in my lord's circle 
of society, and your fiiend does not ; but be would as soon think 
of picking my lord's pocket as of introducing yoa to hiin, and, 
if you begin to think you are MiinsUiir de Trap, and say " good 
morning,'' year friend, who never parted from you before without 
making an eng^ement to see you again, gives you a nod wiibout 
turning bid head from his lordship, and very dryly echoes your 
"good morning." And this, we repeat, the most independent 
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man in EogUod nill do, for be is bron^t ap to fur God and 
honor ft lord, and it is bred in hU bone &nd brun. 

Wo conld givo ft thaoBBnd simiUr instanoes, but tbe remder can 
easil; imag^Qe them. The life of a coinmoiier in England ia one 
of iDBvitftble and daily eclipse and mortificatioa — Dothiag but tbe 
foree of early habits and education making it tolerable to tbe 
EDgliafaman himself, and nothing at all making it in any way en- 
durable to a republican of any pride or spirit. You naturally 
say, " Why not associate with the middle classes, and let the 
arbtooracy go to the devil r" but iiidieidTiaVy sending people to 
tbe devil is of no ose, and the middle classes value yourself and 
eftob other only as your introduction to them is ariatooratio, or as 
tiieir friends are approvable by an aristocratio eye. There is 
no class free from this bnmiliating weakness. The notice of & 
lord will at any time take the wind out of your suls when a lady 
is in the oase ; yonr tailor will leave you balf-meaaured to mn to 
my lord's cab in the street ; joor doctor wilt negleet your fever 
for my lord's cold ; your friend will breakfast with my lord, 
though engaged particularly to yon ; and the out-goings, and in- 
eomings, the sayings and doings, the stupidities, impndencies, 
manners, greetings, and ooDdesoensions of lords and ladies, usurp 
tiie oonversation in all places, and to the interruption or exclnson 
of tbe most grave or personal topics. 

Understand us, we grudge no respect to' dignities or authori- 
ties. Even to wealth as power, we are willing to yield the wall. 
But we say again, that a r^ublican spirit must rebd againit 
homage to anything human with which it never can compete, and. in 
this lies tbe only distinction (we fervently hope) which will ever 
hedge in an American aristocracy. Let who irill get to windward 
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of m by sap«rior Bailing — Uie richer, the handsomer, the eler- 
erer, the atronger, the more beloved and gifted — there was bit 
pUj at the start, and vre will pay deference and daty with the 
promptest. But no lords and ladies, Mr. President, if you lors 
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I HAVE a pasrion for fat women. If there is aujtbing I hftU 
ID life, it is what daisty people call a ^rilvtlU. Motion — rapid 
motion — a smart, quick, gqairrel-like step, a pert, voluble tone — 
in ehort, a lively inri — is m; ezqointe horror I 1 would ai lief 
bave a dioMe fttit daoeiog his iofernal hornpipe on m; oerebel- 
Inm as to be in the room with one. I have tried before now to 
Bohool myaelf into liking these parched pean of humanity, I 
have followed them with my eyes, and Btteuded to their rattio 
till I was as orazy aa a fly in a drum. I have danced with them, 
and romped with them in the country, and perilled the salvation 
of my " white tights " by sitting near them at supper. I swesr 
oflT from this moment. I do. I won't — no — hang me if ever I 
show another small, lively, spry woman a civility, 

Albina MoLush is divine. She is like the descriptioo of the 
Persian beauty by HaSi : " her heart is full of passion and her 
eyes are full of sleep." She is the sister of Lnrly MoLuah, my 
old college ohnm, who, as early as his sophomore year, was ohoHD 
president of the Doice'far~nietdt Society — no member of which 
Wu ever known to be aurprbed at anything — (the college law of 
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ritiJDg before breakfiist excepted.) Lnrlj introduced me to bia 
sister one day, ae he was Ijing apon & faesp of turnipi, leantng on 
bia elix>w with his bead io his band, in a green lane in the snb- 
urbs. He had driven over a stump, and been tossed out of bii 
^g, and I came up just aa he was wondering how in tbn d — I's 
name he got, there ! Albina sat quietly ia the gig, and when I 
was presented, requested me, with a delicious drawl, to saj no- 
thing about the adventure — " it would be so troublesome to relat« 
it to everybody !'' I loved her from that momenL Misi 
McLush was tall, and her shape, of iu kind, was perfect. H 
was not a JUsk^ one, exactly, but she was large and full. Her 
skin was clear, fiDe-grained, and transparent: her temples and 
forehead perfectly ronnded and polished, and her lips and ohia 
swelling into a ripe aod tempting pout, like the cleft of a bnrsted 
apricot And then her eyes — lar^e. liquid, and sleepy — they lan- 
guished beneath their long black fringes as if they had no boai- 
ness with daylight — like two magnificent dreams, surprised in 
their jet embryos by some bird-nestiog cherub. Oh ! it WM 
lovely to look into tbem ! 

She Bat, usually, upon a fautaal, with her large, full arm em- 
bedded in the cushion, sometimes for hours witbont stirring. I 
have seen the wind lift the masses of dark hair from her sboal- 
ders when it seemed like the coraicg to life of a marble Hebe — 
she had been motionless so lon^. She was a model for a goddess 
of sleep, &s she sat with her eyes half closed, lifliog ap thdr 
superb lids slowly as yon spoke to bsr, and dropping them again 
with the deliberate motion of a cloud, when she had murmured 
out her syllable of assent. Her figure, in a sitting posture, pr«> 
Rented ■ gentle declivity from the curve of Ler neck to the iDStcrp 
of the small round fi»t lying pn its 44* VpoD ll)o Ottoman. Z 
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remember a fellow's brining ber a plate of fruit one eTeningr 
He na one of yoar lively men — a borrid monster, alt right an 
gles and actirity. Having never been accustomed to bold bet 
own plate, aba bad not well extricated ber whole fingers from bet 
bandbercfaief, before be set it down in ber lap. As it began 
■lonlj to slide towards ber feet, ber band relapsed into tiie mus- 
Kq klis, and she fizod ber eje upon it with a kind of indolent 
■nrprise, drooping ber lids gradually, ^1 as the fruit scattered 
orer tbe ottomaa, tfaey closed entirely, and a liquid jet lino was 
alone viable tbrougb tbe beavy lashes. There was an imperial 
indifference in it worthy of Juno. 

Misa MoLusb rarely walks. When she does, it is witb tbe de- 
liberate majesty of a Dido. Her small, plump feet melt to the 
ground like enow-flakes ; and ber figure sways to tbe indolent 
motion of ber limbs witb a glorious grace and yieldingoess qnlte 
bdescribable. She was idling slowly up the Mall one evenlag 
just at twilight, witb a servant at a short distance behind ber, 
wbo, to while away the time between bis steps, was employing 
himself in tbrowiog stones at the cows fcedinj; upon the Common, 
A gentleman, with a natural admiration for her splendid person, 
addressed ber. He might have done a more eccentric thing. 
Without troubling herself to look at him, she turned to ber ser- 
vant and requested him, witb a yawn of desperate ennui, to knock 
(bat fellow down ! John obeyed bia orders ; and, as bis mistress 
resumed ber lounge, picked up a new handful of pebbles, and toss- 
ing one at the nearest cow, loitered lasily after. 

Such supreme Indolence was irresistible. I gave in — I — wbo 
sever before could sommon energy to sigh — I — to whom a de- 
obuation was but a synonym for [^erspiration — I — who bad only 
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tbovgbt of lore u & nervoag compUmt, and of women but to 
pr«j for a good deliverance — I — yea — I — koocked oad^r. Al- 
bina MoLiuh ! Tbou wert too exquisitely lazy. Human sena 
bilitiee cannot hold oat forever ! 

I found ber one morning sipping ber coffee at tvelve, widi her 
eyes wide open. She was just from the batb, aod her oomplexion 
bad a soft, dewy transparency, like tbe oheek of Tenos rising 
from the sea. It was tbe hour, Lurly had told me, when she 
would be at tbe trouble of thinking. Sbe put away with her dim- 
pled forefin^r, as I entered, a cluster of rich curls that bad fallen 
over ber face, and nodded to me like a water-lily swaying to tbe 
wind when its cop is fuU of rain. 

" Lady Albina," said I, in my softest tone, *' bow are you ?" 

" Bettma," said sbe, addressing her m^d id a voice as olonded 
and rich as a south wind on an ^oliaa, "bow am 1 to-diiy ?" 

Tbe conversation fell into short sentences. Tbe dialogue be- 
came a monologne. ~ I entered upon my declaration. With the 
assistance of Bettina, who supplied her mistreea with cologne, I 
kept her attention alive through the incipient oiroainstanoea. 
Symptoms were soon told. I came to the avowal. Her band 
lay reposing on the arm of tbe soh, half bnrled in a muslin 
foulard. I took it up and prestsed the cool soft fingers to my lips 
— unforbidden. I rose and looked into her eyes for confirmation. 
Delicious creature ! she was asleep ! 

I never have had courage to renew tiie subject. Miss MoLush 
seems to have forgotten it altogether. Upon reflection, too, I'm 
ooDvinoed she would not sorvive the excitement of the ceremony 
— ^nnleaa, indeed, she should sleep between tbe responseR and the 
prayer. I am still devoted, however, and if there should oome 
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& w&r or an e&rtbqnake, or if the mitlenninm sboald oommence, 
ae is ezpeotod, in 1S33, or if EUtj'thiQg happens that can teep her 
wakiof; to long, I shall deliver a deolaratioD, abbreviated for m< 
by a scholar-frieod of miae, which, he mrraiitH, may be artJonla' 
ted in fifteen minntea— without fittigoe. 
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In the village of Raokj brook there wbb one beauty who did not 
look as if ebewere bora there. Eyes as dark sabers might ha^ 
been found among the other belles of the neigbborbood — featarea 
as regular, and skin as fair, for a brnn^tte ; but there was a cer- 
tain obaraoter in the complete presence of Lilian Tevis — fcoe, 
form, movements and geuenil ur — which seemed to breathe of 
another clioiate, and to be imprinted with the habits and associa- 
tiooa of another country and race. She was nnoonscious, appar< 
eatly, of possesdng any advantage over her companions, either in 
looks or mental qualities, and the peculiarities of her manner 
would have been attributed, probably, by any one of the ne^b- 
bors, to great natural reserve, and to a nenr-sightedness which 
might easily make her unaware of what was passing around her. 
Her &theT was a Quaker firmer, in goad ci re uin stances, and her 
mother was an enthusiast in that poetical and spirit-nurturing 
religion, so that Lilian's education, though simple as it could well 
be, bad conspired with her timidity to turn her thoughts in upon 
herself, fostering most the imaginatiTo and dreamy side of her 
D&tore. 
la the assorting and oonplbg by tl|,e Tillage gossipa, Lily Terii 
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wu iDv&rubly named with tbe boq of " Cootractor Brown," al- 
most tLe odI/ young man in the vicinity n-ho " had been to col- 
lege.'' The contractor woa a etern father, and bad taken hta 8on 
into bueiness after giving him an education, exacting aucb service 
SB kept him well out of the way of love and Iciaare. To go to 
tha city, or to tbe backwoods, at a minute's warning — to pass a 
month on horseback overlooking workmen — to toil one week, 
night and day, over estimates, and, ibe next week, climb l^ls 
witb Burvejors and engineers — was a kind of life that promised, 
at least, as bis fiilber expressed it, " to take tbe nonsense oat of 
him." A dread of this "nonsense" indeed— a vague dblike of 
orerything that " didn't pay " — was the key to most of (be pater- 
nal advice, which had been distributed along through the boyhood 
and youth of young Brown, and it had gradually formed bb mind 
to a habit of trusting nothing to utterance, or to the knowledge 
of others, which would act bear the scrutiny of this practical 
standard Shut off from sentiment, however, tbe high health and 
spirits of Frank Brown found expression in exuberant gayety of 
manner ; and, whenever in the society of tbe village belles, be 
was invariably so good-humored and merry, that it passed for the 
only possible sbapo of bis natural disposiiioo. Such be waa 
thought to be — and such only — even by Lily Tevia, who, not- 
withstanding, had a preference for him, over all the yonng men 
she had ever seen ; and, without any deSnite avowal of love, she 
had tacitly accepted bis preference as shown in slight attentions, 
and felt a£Banced to him by some unseen chain of reciprocated 
feelings and sympathies. ■ She fiankly and gladly received the 
news of him, when he was absent, (brought to her by those who 
thought her and young Brown " the same as engaged,") and re- 
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eeived the especi&l amile of the oontraotor, when he spoke to her 
on the road, with do special sense of its misap plica doD. 

But, though sho thus let the outer world, and the feelings 
which belonged to it, take their course, there was aa inner world 
in which Lit; felt more at home, and to which her thoughts 
tamed ofteneat during her many hours of solitude. Of this 
world of poetry and imagination, her chamber door was the enter- 
ing porch ; and the key of that white-curtained sanctuary shut 
out behind her the visible world, with its associations and affec- 
tions, as if the threshold had been guarded by an angel. Here 
were her books. Here stood (he table at which she sat to read 
and dream. The window opened upon the long roof of her 
mother's pantry and store rooms, which had been boxed in and 
floored, and converted into a terrace for flowers. It was consist- 
ent with Mrs. Tevis's religion, and the unconfessed poetry of hec 
nature, to encourage her dangbter in habits of seclusion and priv- 
acy, and this terrace of flowers, visited by no other eye than Lily's 
and her ovn, seemed to her like the field of spirit eommunings, 
in which she wished her beloved child to meet the unseen oem- 
pany that is ever about ns. It had gradually become the under- 
stood eastern of tbe household to observe a deference toward Li- 
lian, with regard to the hours when she was accnstomed to be 
alone ; trad the privacy of that chamber, and of the garden-walks 
around nnder tbe t«rrace, were looked upon as saered. With the 
reserve of character which this was calculated to deepen and ren- 
der more sensitive, and with the increasing quickness of percep- 
tion as to the want of harmony between the rude world without 
and the gentle world within, it was not wonderful that Lilian 
Tevis became the imtginatiTe being that she wb£, or that her new 
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tltraglita and emotioiu, in diis more ideal of her two worldly 
■hoold hare been as Meret u this story will show. 



It bad Bometimes erosud Lilian's miod, that the tboaghts and 
twonpaUons on which she set the most valae, were those in which 
Frank Brown had no share — for his conversations, when in her 
presenoe, were nsoallj dividad hetween news and fun— but she 
bad felt no need, ap to the time when onr story conimences, of 
looking beyond his preferenee and atteotion, for oompaDionsbip 
vr ^mpathy. A new light had lately broken in upon her, how- 
•vsr> In one of the periodioala which graced her well-stored ta- 
ble, a new writer had made his appearanoe. Poems, over the sig- 
Batare of " Ernest," came, tn aaoeesaive Dumkers, and, from the 
Tcty first which she had read, they had sLagnlarly riveted her at- 
tention. Without beiDg GQlshed ag elaborately as those of other 
writers, they had a certain close tmthfulness to her own emotions, 
and to the iDStiDcls of her own nature, which made them seem 
like words riie might have nttered in her sleep, or revelatioos, 
that she might hare made from ber inmost being, in the clurvoy- 
anoe of magnetism. Thoagh she had, herself, never written tu 
TerM, and though the subjects were such oa she had never talked 
upon, and the language new, and with no ioiitaiiou of any other 
poet whom she had read, there was recognition in her heart for 
the tintb of every line. Sbe had a spirit kindred to tbe writer's, 
whoever he might be ; and whether or not be had seen and known 
her is other worlds, (as she ooald scarce help believing,) he was 
Mw tbe interpreter of her soul. 

Vot the rocoeinTe natnbera of the periodical in which appeared 
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tho poems of "Eroest," Lilian vnited nith feverish impatience. 
Each new oDe seemed truer and deeper, in its voicing forth of 
what her soul had, hitherto, only left uoaaid. She committed 
them to memorjr with the first reading of them, and the; haunted 
her, waking and sleepiog, in her walks and in faer dreams. 
Toward the writer, whoever he might be, she began to feel the 
oonfidingness of intimacj and friendship. That, in some spirit- 
guise or other, ho visited her mind, and oonld be made conscious 
of what therein responded to his own beautiful thoughts, was a 
conscious feeling in her boBOni which amonoted to a conviction. 
It was with a resistless desire to record and retain the mementoes 
of thi» intercourse, that she first took pen and paper. She had 
no intention to send the letter to "Ernest" which she then 
wrote. That one of these transcripts of reverie was afterward 
sent to bin], enclosed to the editor of the periodical to which he 
was a contributor, and that it resulted in an aotoal oorrespou' 
dencc, in which neither knew the real name of the other, was a 
reality which came about, Lilian scarce knew how. She had fol- 
lowed the dictation of timidity in using a fictitious signature ; 
and, in arranging to receive the replies through a channel which 
would not betray her residence, she was prompted by the dread 
of seeming forward and strange to those who would not noder- 
stand the nature of the correspondence. With the beginnings 
thus explained, the two following letters, from a more advanced 
stage of the epistolary acquaintance, will, perhaps, be read com- 
prehend ingly : — 
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ERUENGABDE TO ERNEST. 



All uleep UDond me, dew Erneat, save the birds and ioseets 
to wboiD night is tbe time for wakiog. Tiie stars and the; are 
the companj of Bucb loveri; of the tbonght-world as jon and T, 
Md, eonudering how beantifal night is, nature seems to have ar- 
ranged it for a gentler and loftier order of beings, who alternate 
the oonsciouB possession of the earth with those who wake by day. 
Shall we think better of ourselves for joining thb nightingale 
troop, or is it (as I sometimes dread) a culpable shanning of the 
positive duties which belong to ns as creatures of sunsbine ? 
Alas ! this is but one of many shapes in which the same thought 
oomes up to trouble me ! In yielding to this passion for solitude 
— ia oommnning, perhaps sel&sbly, with my own thoughts, in pre- 
ference to associaUng with friends and oompanioos — iu n-riUng, 
epiritually though it be, to yew, in prefcrenoc to thinking tenderly 
of Mm — I seem to myself to be doing wrong. Is it so ? Can I 
divide my two natures, and rightfully pour my spirit's reserve 
freely out to yon, while I give to him who thicks me all his own, 
only the every-day affection which he seems alone to value ? Yet 
the best portion of my nature would be 'nnappreciated else — the 
noblest questionings of my soul would be without response — the 
world I most live la would be utterly lonely. I fear to decide 
the question yet. I am too happy in writing to you. I will defer 
it, at least, till I have sounded the depths of the well of angels 
from which 1 am now quenching my thirst — till I know all the joy 
and luxury which, it seems to me, the exchange of these inner 
most breathings of the soul can alone give. 
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Yon are wahng, Ernest, I well know. With tbia fragrant tat 
and thia thonght- stirring moon, jon wonid not sleep. I hare re- 
quested jou to keep me in ignorance of where yon are — whether 
far away or near — and of all that coald modify or conflict with 
my fancy's conception of you. But, wherever you are, the lus- 
trous orb that throws a beam in at my window, throws another 
to yonr upnard eye, and by these eleotrio threads, joined iu the 
luminous circle of the moon, thought passes between ns. Oh, 
how beautiful were the words in which you clothed one of these 
thoughts — ^your thought and mine — in the poem which came yes- 
terday ! How adorable is the gift, thus to he able to transfer 
them, in unchanged elaquenoc, from the inarticulate world of re- 
verie to the language in which others can share them ! Angelio 
poet ! Glorious master of two existences, and beautiful in both ! 
Accept my appreciatioD and my homage ! Listen to me, over 
this arch of moonbeama, built radiantly between us ! 

Ah me ! these are strange words that I have written. My 
flushed cheek betrays to me that my spirit draws my heart along 
with ita dreamiids ! I should not write to yuu with this trembling 
band, and these impassioned syllables. I must drop my curtain 
and shut out this moon, and still my disturbed spiriL I will try 
to sleep. Qood night, Ernest, and may the calm angels that 
natch over us, bring to you the inspired visions for which you 
wait, and tranquil dreams to 

Your spirit worshipper, 

Ermehoabdb. 

The letter which follows was not \q reply to the foregoing. It 
was written after several had been exchanged on the labjeet to 
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which it maioly refers, as best eiplMDiDg tbe feelinga ostertaincd 
bj the writer toward her whom he addressed : — 



ERNEST TO EKUENOABDC 

YoQ refnse to let me ODce rest my eyes npon yoo. I can 
nDderetaad that there might he a timidity in the first thought of 
meetiog ooe with whom you had corresponded without aoqoaint- 
ance, bnt it seems to me that a seoond thought must remind yoa 
how much deeper and more sacred than "acquaintance," onr 
interchange of sympathies has been. Why, dear Ermengarde, 
you know me better than those who see me every day. My 
most intimate compaoiou knows me less. Even she to whom I, 
perhaps, owe all conSd(>nce, and who might weep oTsr tbe reser- 
vation of what I have shared with you, bad sbo tbe enlargement 
of sonl to comprehend it — even she knows me hut as a child 
knows the binding of a book, while you have read me well. 
Why sbontd you fear to let me once take your features into my 
memory, that this v^ne pain of starry distance and separation 
may be removed or lessened ? 

I must see you. I Have thought, as yoa know, that we conid 
realise a presence by exchange of thought — that the eyes need 
have no part in the interchange of minds. I even took pleasure 
iu bt'lieviog — that 1 had, in this oommon-plaoe and material 
world, one viewless link — one friendship with a spirit, of whom 
my mortal eyes knew nothing. But I was wrong. I feel, now, 
that I have more need than others to see you, since I kaow, more 
than others, what yonr features should conGrm and interpret. 
There is a point, in mere intellootnal appreciation, where the 
beait irreuBtibly comes in, and demands to see, with real eyes, 
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the form in ntiob is enshrioed such an tdol. Tbat the reverse n 
also true — that mere thoughtless affection comea to a point where 
the miod demaoda that it, too, shall have something to worship — 
is a more frequent discovery to iotimacies. But I will not misre- 
present toy present impulse hj coldly reasoning upon it It is 
struggling in my heart, and pleading earnestly to see you. Will 
you longer deny me, dear Ermengarde ? 

By your sweet oonfirmatiou of the trathfaloess of mj poem, in 
your last letter, I was deeply touched. There was that in it 
which I felt to be simply sinoere, and which proved to me that I 
have in you the treasure without which a poet cannot live— entire 
appreciation by one mind and heart. I had wanted this — oh, ^ 
how painfully and deeply — till you first wrote to me ! Criticism, 
and BucoeES over competitors had satisfied mo that what I wrote 
was truly measured, but I needed to know that it was also fdt, 
and that I was loved for writing it. The world's admission of the 
poet's merit is vague and cold. There are honrs when he can nei* 
ther realise nor believe it. But in the sweet praise of one to 
whose heart fats meanings have gone home — one who recognizes, 
by the inner woof of her own spirit, the fibre from which his 
charmed words were span — one who sees his better nature when 
she looks upon him, and thinks of hia heat gifts first, at the mo- 
ments when he comes up to her memory — in such an appreciator, 
kind and ever ready to encourage and aommend, the poet feels 
his best happiness bound up. Ho turns to her from the world. 
He thinks of her in sadness. He writes with her sweet eyes 
looking on. Other affections may employ hia instinctive tender^ 
ness, and his gay and thoughtleas hoars ; hut, in his sqqI's retire- 
ment he asks for an interpreter who can enter with him — for the 
sweet reader of what oommon affectbns never reach. 
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I feel tb>t yon will not persist ia refusing me. With thongbto 
n genial and ejmpatlietio as yours, there must be a heart of 
kindnesa beating in nnison, and I cannot long plead earnestly in 
Tain. Tell me but wbere you are, and by what name yon are 
known to those who are so blessed as to look upon you, aod I will 
fly to your aide, or arrange to meet you, with as guarded delicacy 
as you will. Only let me once see yon — once take and treasure 
your living image in my soul's memory — and I ask no more. 
Hear me, dear Ermengarde, and let me write myself, not alone 
your nnaeen poet, but 

Tour friend, Ekhest. 



There wis an arriral of two Quaker' ladies and a young gen- 
tleman at the Astor — (Mrs. aud Miss Teris, and Mr. F. Brown, 
as it read on the register) — one lovely eveaing in June. The 
ladies had come down from Rockybrook " to shop,'' aud as Mrs. 
Tevia had chanced to hear Uiat " friend Frank'' was also medi- 
tating a journey to town, she had bespoke his proteotiou and com- 
pany, thongb (a little to her surprise) Lilian had not seemed 
positively pleased when this accidental good fortune was first 



Spite of Lilian's pcrrersencss, howev^jr, Frank had suooeeded 
in making the jonrney agreeable — bb high spirits and privileged 
ease of manner, acting with their nsnal charm on the quiet 
reserve of the lovely Quakeress, and, to the motber'a eje, all 
tUnga flowing with a full tide lu the current of an understood 
aSeotioD. Lilian had had many a restless misgiving, notwith- 
standing, aa she sat on the ■teamer'a deck, listening to the amn*- 
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ing chat of her presumed loTer. She was going to town on » 
coDccaled errand. It was after writing a reluctant assent to the 
fervent plea of her seeret correspondent fcr a meeting, that she 
had expressed the wish for a journejr, which had led her mother 
to discover fiome neoessities that were before anthought of, for % 
shopping visit to New York. Mrs. Tevis needed seldom more 
than a hint to anticipate or guess at her daughter's wishes, and 
she bad foreshadowed this one, with that nnconscions maternal 
clairvojancc, which all who hare had snch mothen^ will nnder- 
stand. 

Lilian felt, by no means, certain that sho should not confide 
her secret to Frank before its purpose was carried out. Sho 
longed to do BO. Her deeply cherished habit of affection for biin 
seemed to chum a confidence on the subjeot as his nght, while, on 
the other hand, she both feared bis disapproval, and dreaded that 
he might fancy it to be a ooqnetry intended to bring him to an 
avowal. That she had secretly corresponded with another, had 
fidinired that other for exactly the qoalities which Frank seemed 
entirely deficient in, and that she was about to see his rival, and 
weigh, one agunst the other, the attraotions of the two-^wei« 
Imths which coold be made to wear a very culpable aspect, 
though an almost irresistible instinct prompted her to divulge alL 
She had not owned to herself that she loved this ansecn poet. It 
was the theory by which she kept np her self-justification, that ■ 
friendship growing out of mere. interchange of thoughts, need not 
interfere with the constancy of an affection founded on Buoh inti- 
macy as hers with Frank. She sighed only, in trying to separata 
the two, that their qualities were not combined in one. That ft 
lover who had the winning and attaching erery-day qnalldes of 
Frank Brown, conld not also be a high-aouled poet, alive to tin 
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loftier uid more elcvatiog eonrerse of tbe soul, Bdemed to her k 
aocordftDoe wilb tbat uuiversal imperfectness of human allotment, 
over wbicb philosopbers and bardg bave, from time imniemori&I, 
made tuoaa. She oaly hoped that in thfa secret int^Ueoioal inti- 
niBoy, she was not cultivuting an ideal preference which would 
make her real love Beem poor aud iusufficieot. How tbe two — 
Ernest and Frank — would compare, as real men, was tbe problem 
which entirely occupied her, at present, and which the interview 
of the next morning was moat excitingly to solve. 



The breakfast of the three visitors from Rockybrook, at die 
Astor House table, was inezplieably embarrassed by reserve, on 
the day which was to bring Lilian and Ernest for the first time 
together. Mrs. Tevis oonolndod that the lovers bad had a quar- 
rel. After making several efforts to enliven the conversation, aha 
discreetly gave it up, biding her time for an explanation. Lilian 
looked flushed and restless. She feared momently that Frank 
Would propose some engagement which would make it necessary 
to plead other occupation for that day. He was, fortunately, 
silent aa to the disposal of her morning, however. His own 
business in town seemed to be the only matter in his thoughts. 
They rose from table and separated, to Lilian's iaflnite relief, 
with only a mention of mooting again for dinner. 

To bo disembarrassed of ber mother's presence, by sending 
her out to make some purchases, upoa which she pleaded waut 
of spirits to accompany her, was Lilian^ first ttiove after break- 
fast. She did tiiis with a aelf-reproaoh and unwillingaesa which 
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THE NEED OF TWO LOTSft (g^^ 

•baott brongbl her to aa oatponriiig of ber heufi whole lemft 
to her mother, but the anderoarrent of her detUny preTi3ed. 
With a kisa and a oarefol injauotion to her that she Hhonld talce 
a book and read a«a<f her melanohol; mood, Mrs. Tevia closed 
the door upon her daughter, and she was left to the fiilfillment 
of her engagemeat, without dread or intermption. 

It lacked bat a few minnteB of eleren, when Lilian descended 
to the ladies' drawing-room of the Astor. She found it, as sh« 
had presumed she should do, aud as it nsnall; is at that hour of 
the mornmg, deserted. The deep wmdow looking out upon St, 
Paul's leaf; ehureh-jard, was unoccupied, and it vaa here that 
she was to sit, as the clock stntuk eleven, and, with t book 
pressed to her lips as an indication that she was " Ermengarde," 
and that " Emest" was at lihert<f to approach and address ber ai 
an acqaaiutance. Everytbiog looked fortunately oonspiring to 
give pleasure to the iaterview. Not a gnest had chanced to »• 
main, to overhear the conversation which would needs be embar* 
rassing enough, even were they alone ; the shatters had bees 
olosod to a twilight dimness bj the servants ; and the air of the 
morning was of the genial and sweet temperature which fsvoiM 
the interchange of the Bympatbiea. The lovely and trembling 
Quakeress of Rochyhrook thought she never had breathed tit 
more delicious — in a city though she recognized its halm. 

It lacked one minute to eleven. Was she watched ? A head 
was certainly thrust past the opening of the door, and aa oertaiolf 
it seemed to her that it was the gaick movement of her lover's. 
Bow unspeakably embarrassing would bo bis efitrance at that 
moment ! How should she explain her iuterriew with a stranger ? 
By what name — knowing only the name of " Ernest " for him 
whom she expected — should die iotrodoce to Frank BrowB th* 
IG* 
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fiuUi irith wWii he wonld Sad ber in eoOTemlioii ? Alu ' 
UisM were diffionltiei aguDst which die had neglected to proTid« 
The pnniehment of her enlp&Ue conoAolmenla seemed aow to bs 
iDevitablj upon her. Her heftrt, 6ir that minate of nupensa, 
tame to a Btsod etOL 

Eleven I She closed her eyes ud pressed the hook to ber 
Bpe, and, with her face turned bwsj from the opening door, 
ftwaited the approach of an entering and heeiUting step, whieb 
Ae OTerbeard as the slow clock pealed oat its heavy reverberm* 
tlaiie. How sboold she speak ! Her breath choked with the 
^piek pantinge ia h^ throat. 8he crowded the Tidome oonwl- 
iinlj to ber lipe, and dropped her head in ntter oonfdsion npos 
her bosom. 

' Bat the step was near her. One whom she did not dare to 
btok on, bad approached, and now stood ailent and modonlew 
behind her, Aoothar moment of stillness that seemed an eter- 
b!^ to Lilian, and she folt a warm breath apoa her temple. 
. •< Ennengarde !" said a low voice, and, to her sudden and ntter 
•oneternation, a kiss was impressed upon ber eheek, and as ea- 
draing arm drew her into ita embraee ! 

"Frank!" 

" Lilian !» 

And the revelalion of the mystery dawned <m the mind of the 
astonished girl, for, in a tmoq ot balf-mlsobief, and half-tonder- 
neu, he eaid : 

" Not Frank, but * Ernest !' » 
' In the tight clasp of the lovers to each other's arms, whieh 
ooeapied the next minnte, there was not mnoh explanation — but 
tiiere was no end to tbdr wondering, afterward, how they posribly 
«Mll4 have been so in the dark as to their respective inner obft* 
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rsctera, how they should hava laokcd the confidingDesa to mingia 
intelleots as well as amusemcntd and Idle Dothings, *ad bow they 
could have thought themaelres lovers with the reserves vhich 
they had cherished for othnr sympathies and sdmundoiis. It 
served Ibem as a lesson ia the capability of one love for all the 
interchaoges of mind and heart, and taught them wbat might 
have been deferred till it was far more difficult to learn — that tf 
u best to he sure, hefore going abroad for new varieties of happir 
iKis, that the material for what we desire is not in the bosom that 
already beiimgs to us. Aa a wife to the poet and to the man, 
Lilian easily and well played her part, and it was bard for either 
to tell in which of the two charactw« of the other, life fonnd ita 
more urgent want replied to. 
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TEE FARM AND THE FIRESIDE; 

THE ROMANCE OF AGRICULTURE, 

HALF HODm OF LIFE IN THE COUNTRY, FOE EAINY 
DAYS AND WINTEP. EVENINGS. 

BY EEV. JOHN L. BLAKE, D.D. 



COMMENDATIONS OF THE PERIODICAL PRESS. 

From tb» OUo Famur. 

Db. Bl.ASii 1! justly regarded Ds one of the best agricultural writers 
in tiie ooimtry. and tlia wurk bcfure ua lb oac of the mnat iuteresCtiig 
productions of his pen. Its peculiar merit, as a work for the fireside, 
enosistB iu the Tnriety of its topics, its plejn aad simple, jet attractive 
style, its fine engntvings, nnd the intereatjng romance which the author 
boa throim around Rural and Agricultural Life. In this respect. ' 'ilut 
Farm anit tlie FircsidB" ia a, work well adapted to the youtlifiil niiii !. 
We hope it may be extensively read, ns it caoiiot bil to inipruTc tlia 
taste and promote iuqniry in the moat useful and practical of all do- 
partmeuts of soieoee. 

From Uw ITsw-York XruvalM. 
The aim of the author bai beeu to throw over labor, home and agri- 
eulturat life, their true dignity and charm ; to introduce the farmer to 
the delights aud privileges of his lot ; to embellish the cares of toil 
wilh those kindly Beutimenl« so naturally associated witli the oountiy 
(od it* employmenta. It is a pletwnt book — one that will sdUtm) th* 
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2 COMMENDATIONS OF THB PSEB3. 

fireside, elaTate aod purify the tlioughtB, Bin!, at the some time, impMl 
K ([reat deal of valiiabls agricultuml knowledge. We know not bow 
the uatural tnum of thouglil of Ihe fanner could be more Bptlj met 
or more safely find agreeably led, than they are by theae t>rief an* 
Taried diaouMioDB. .The nmge is aa wide as life itself— morals. retlgioD 
busiIlea^ msreatioo, edueaU™, htane, wife and daughters — e*er) reU 
tim and duty is touched upon, genially and instiDctiTely. 



Jnm the Kew-Tn'k Iribiuis. 

We hare here another highly ioatructiTe and entertaining Tolnma 
Srom an author, nbo had laid l^e community under large obligations bj 
the euterpriae and tact with which he has so frequently catered to the 
popular taste for desmptjoos of rural life. Its cmiteuts are of a very 
misoellaaeous character, embracii^ sketches of oatural history, aooounts 
of successful &rmiQg operations, anecdotes of distinguished characters, 
lingular personal reminiscences, pithy moral reflections, and numerous 
pictaresof household bfe in the country. No &mily can add this vo- 
lume to their collectioD of books without increasing tiieir BOuroea ol 
pleasure and pFot^t 

From the Horthem Chriitltm Advoeata. 
lie venerable aiithur of this work is entitled to the warmest Oianks 
of the public for his numerous and valuable contributions to our litera- 
ture. He is truly nu Amr^i-ican classic We have been conversanl 
with bis writings fur the Inst twenty years, and have always fbuDO 
them both useful and CDtoituiuinc; in n liigb degree. His writings on 
Agriculture oont^Q jiioth real sciciio,'. with numerous illustrative inci 
dents, anecdotes, anil aphorisms, all iu ILe most lively and pleaeing 
numuer. By this means the dry details of fanning business are mads 
to possess all the interest of romance. The style is clear, easy, ana 
dignified; Qie matter instructive, pbilesophical. aud pereuusiTc. Thi^ 
work is au eloquent plea for the noble and iudepcndrut pursuit ci 
Agriculture. 

I^«m tha ITaUonal Hagailne. 

We ntum our thanks for the new volume of Dr. Blake, " The Farm 

HKl^-KMaide.ar tba Ksmauee of Agricnlturs, 'bwjg Half Hoiaa aad 
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SfceUbei of Life in tbe OoDiitiy," k dunning title, oertainl/, and ow 
tiuit imacka of the nuui aa well as of tlie country. Eaohewiiig Uw 
drjoew of gcieatifie forma and erudite details, the aoliior presents d«- 
taclied, but most entertaiauig, and often very boggestiTe articles on » 
great iiiriuty of t«pice— from the " Wild Oooae" to " Ctnuciencu in Ute 
Cow," — from Ihe " Valae of Lawyers in a Community ' to the " Objec 
tione to early M&rriagee," The book ia, in fine, quite unique, and just 
aueh a one as the farmer would like to pore over at his fireside 00 long 



rrom tliB RswTork Beoorder. 

"The Farm and tte Fircaide," is a most interesting and TsloaUe 
work, being a aeries of SketcJies relating to Agriculture and the nil- 
meroua kindred arta and sciences, interspersed wUb misceUeiieous moral 
ted to the life of Hie fanner. 



Ytobi the QflTmantown 

We liaTe looked through thia work and read some of the " Sketches^ 
and feel a degree of satisfaction in saying that it possesses deddaq 
merit, and will commend iteulf, whi-rcTer kaown, aa ■ volume of muc^ 
social interest nnd entertaiament The sketches compriee " Coupb^ 
Life ' genemlly — some of them are just sufficiently touched wi(h ro- 
mance to give them additional leat ; while olienj are purely praijtioat, 
and relate to the fcrmer's pursuit We r^ard it as a valuable bocl^ 
iind are sorry our lltnita will not admit of bestowing upon it aueh a 
notice as it really deserves. 

Tnm HupsT'i Bew KonOlr v«{p«<H«. 

Una work ia a oollei^tion of miscellaneous sketches 00 the Romanea 

of Agricolture and Rural Life. Matters of fjot, bowever, are not ex- 

eluded from the volume, wbii^ ia well adapted for reading in th^ 

raatehei of leisura enjoyed at the farmer's flreaide. 



I^tom the Trae Denuontt, 

Dr. Blake'a pablioationi are all of a higii order, and are doing a most 

impoTtuiI work towacdi reOning the taste, improving tlw iidellecli and 
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fttntariug BttrastiTe the Tarioiu bnmcbM of A^eoltoral •smvml b- 
ilewl we kiMnr no kollHir who has lu auccesBfullj blend'^ tbe romui- 
tie. t^a rural ukd beautiful vith the poetical, the ui«ful, and tnit^ 
U luu Dr. Blake. Tbii is a peculiar feature of oil bU wurk* Hi* 
f^le ii pUin, simple, aud perepicuoua; and, with uoutual tact and 
judgroeot, h« ao managei to iniiiiuBto hin^iclf upou jau, tllat you are 
•t ODca amused, delighted, tmd instructed V'itfa the lubject he ii dia- 
tnwitig;. Id thii reipect ha relievee the stud; of a^cultural Micne* 
Irom tha abetnueueu of techuicnl ecieace. and thus raoden hiniaalf 
wvlj aompreheDded bj all cka^ea of readers 



FioiiL tha Haw-ToTk ErenJng Fait 

Hie antbor'B object ie to improve the soil through the mind — uot •« 
nnsh to place in the hnnds uf farmer*. the beat metboda of rajdug 
IvKfl aropl — fur theae be refers Ihem to Leibig's Agricultursl Chem- 
kti7t and to treatisea of the lilce dcBcriptioa — but to make Ihem feel 
iow luefiU, agreeable, aod ennobliug, is (he professiuii uf agriculture. 
ud, abore all, how profiUble tbe buabea* must become when akiliollf 
and wooomioally c^rritd on. Hieau money-making coueideratiooa are, 
w impecit, the beat moral guano that cao be applied to Che fanner'* 
^nritual loiL The author writea well of tbe countiyman's indepead- 
•oee. the good effect of fresh salubrious air upon bia health, and tbe 
moral InflueDce of bia eveiy-daj intimac; with nature upon bis mind. 

"The Farm and tbe Fireside 'is a kind of Buoolical annual— to be 
rmd in aeasons of leisure — intended for the PbjlliBcs and Chloes, as 
well as for the Strppbona and Lindora. Dr. Blake baa enriched it with 
curious anecdotee of domsstio animala, and of tbe best waj of raiaiug 
(ad selling them. He describee model-farms, and the large incomes 
made from them. He ezpatiatea <m tbe advantages of nuitrimMij in 
rural life, eipounds the true theory of cbooaing a helpmate, dtscueaea 
Oie advantages uf Sanday-SchooU, and reoommeods neatness of attire 
ud punutualit; in bathing. In sbott, this volume ia aa diversified in 
ita aspect oa the amall garden of a judiciana auttivator, where, in a 
limited apace, useful cabbagea, potatoes, and all the eolid esculent 
grMDt, grtnr side bj side with cboic« fruita and pleasant flowers. 
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M. P. WILLIS'S SELECT VOAKS, IN QHIFOSH {2M0, VOLS. 

RURAL LETTER9. AMB OTHER REeOROS OF TMOUOHTB AT 

LEISUREt""*"^"' I'lUn l^m tuiAet ■ Brld^^Opra AtrMtutngi [d IhtCltf, 
■IiiviiHil Riunbtl In linrauar,' "LeUan bwn Wiurluf Plkcce," Ae^ ^ 1 nl 
r«inii EiUUbb, 

■ThtmliMircelr upaEsIn tt [nThloIi the nuTrr win not mntmbar, ud tm to again 
lb acruet>f JulJ^LU It b«arm Uia ImprLut of natnn Ln her parac aoiL moaijof- 



■Itkaenltwdcaof tvHitrarinonof thaatortaavhlcb ban b^wo^w1 out fram tb» 

ilniineniillDrtlieauthor^UKnglita wltblii the lait few jnn. EMh wuni In hhim of 
Mid lie aulliur n/erui to hava ptckail a> lUndlf. Eir [a ricbnaaa or gnce. at In >» fit- 
(H to I]l3 [iiirpvtr, Bi tr a bammliig-MnI w«n pIckLng BjnB b(a qulmlng wIbi| Ui* 
iivtr witoiw m'oela ba woulil hirlii^y KQc^ or 1 t>iiUa weio ooUlag tlia atoua fat bar 
ildal uoUaM.-— J', y. Inaffouttnt. 

■Tha linok nnbracM • gmt Tarletj of peramiat nil\ mdd akatetiaa In th* OH World, 
nd suiwLad« wlili aome UrllUng nnilnlvsiK 
lallaa of Nav Yoik, aM'— fAj AitpuWci 



■Tbit *((7 acraaabla Toloma loiHlita c^ akatahaa nf MA and whntiira. dIortli«n.tte 
uthirr asiiina lu bavln^ a fliDndulon tlrlcUf hlalurlEal. anil lu a gnt alan uOnbingi^ 
fbimL 8grjiurih«e>kalcli»a>vabavaraii>l,anln Mr. WIII[t'alui[iplat Tab-«T«la, 
bj tlia w^. In wbloh ba la nniTHTaaanil " — Surtaijt'a ^affoHna, 

*F<w rcailan who takanp tbla pluaant Tolnma will Ia7 It aild* RsUl thajhava pccnaal 



■Borne ct tha btot apectmaci el Mr. WOlli'a proM^ wa think, m berau «catttB*d.^a 
jr. Y. StamgMA. 

"In tba pnwnt Tolnm^ wblob ta lUted with all loi^ "f antlaamaDta, wa jvefki tin 

iiaiiliilliiiii iif Hal til IhnnkiiCiilina iif iiliaiailm. ami tba^n^ Kwd-alda growi dollgbt- 

MiudiT th* toiuika* at Wlltla'i bloaaomlDg^ln^filiit rn; nd wbaa wa eoma totba 
WMiilalii aail lataL II H IHi raniillln III air llin Ihpint niliiii V I'Wul'ar ' ffii^tn <Mm 
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THl FRUIT OaKOEN. B»«o Eoininr. A Trernm. bamlnS la IDaitnto 
ud arpUa thi PtiTiWAcr cT Pratt Tron, tbo TIwoit ud PnsUce rf al) 
opandum aoiuucU<l irltli Uw Fropapulaii, Tnmnlutln^ PniBlig ud Tnlalif .^ 
OrctjnS mil GtnlsB Tn«. is Suniluili, Uoufs Pymitte, E^i(r% Ac ihe l>ir*n« 
cnl and arrvigliig <lLlferent kLnda of Orchards and Oardan^ Uw aalevtfofi a# 
Mtabl* ivkUaa Pir dHArnt pnrpiMn and I'lcallUn, guhcrini and jmterw- 
lag ynra, Ticanniiit of DImsh. DttmuMim at li»«a, Dcnrlftlniia and Use* 
ritniplnMMs,AcUluitnledwlUiiipwardi4oDehDad»<1ard llft;)lgnrua. »|nwnt- 
bC dJIhrant [wta at Tnea, all PnoUcat OiieraUniu, Fomu of Trsea. Dnlgns Tor 
PlaouthiBlk linplnHinta, Aa, B; P. Buij, of itia Uoimt Hope Nnnarlea. Eocbcsur 
Saw Tack. 1 toL lima. 
' It la ooa tf tba moat ttHnngli wnti of tha kliid m have am aaan, dfllbig IB partloiliii 



THitura to aajr that, aboatd tlila Tolama bo carefully atodled and aetod upon b; oar bt- 
duairiuni fknneT^ the iiuantt17 of thilt Ed tba State uroold baduabladlnavayean^aod tba 
qnalltr. too, enaUr ImproTed. Hon niaj bo tOoail adrlco aoltoil to alJ emeri^enclaa. and 
tbageDtlaDaiibnnarmv flad diraction fcrUn ilmplast raattafa, aa well aaUnaoirUch 
tiDBUo oldv liaada. TIu bo<A, «a Cbiuk, «iU bo (Mod Wubta."— iTwort DaUg 

«, and bnda, and fnJt^ and fi a 

fa prep are d vtOi ^greal Jod^ment an 

r lalu to iba eolUratiir tban moat of tlia popular oomplla- 
Hou oa tba aotttwt.''-^- ^- TrtbiHta. 

Thti Book nppUf a plaea In ftntt ooltsn, nid that b nTinK a gnat daal, wtaOa m 
haTa tb* popolar woAa </ Dmmlnc Tboma^ and Oole. Ur. Barrr bag Uws a AaU ta 
kImiaCf vtalcb ba oceaptea vUh daddad aUU ud ablUV.— iVoMa JVinw. 

Abmoc tba dub; vxta irblcb irttbln a f^ yaara ban baan tmnibt baftm tha psblla 
daelgnAt tg flva Impnlae and aUape to praotlcat hoabanilry and faortlcnlmrv^ tbia [a amnnji 
ba tan, ud (a nanj i«)ieet^ tha t«7 bial; II ongbt to bo la ovarr tuaUj la llH 
Uaitad atataa-UaUofrtito ^wHrnJL 

Ittaanaiaal tbatontbttoba ia tba pcwiwIoB of erarr maj Uiat owna a toot of lud. 

BotbMtbeactlnfRiU (ronr aad tba norloa la Panrioir. thit book WO ba fcari 
hTilBtMa- ArtlH^'* Bam SoaaMi 
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RURAL HOMEA; Ob,BKETCI1EB OFBODBEB nltMl to imerlsu OuBBlcrUK 

Willi avw TQ Origtuil PIwiB, SealgDB, Ac Bj Qekvui Wuuuu 1 vdL Ikw. 

ItcommenoBenllh the Bret fool-tread upon the npol chnson Ihr UinhouM; iletilla lli« 



•criplions, ipaciaaiUuiu uid conlncD. 

"iDthlaneU ud Uiteful Toliinw,UT. Wheeler li 
pUikoI mlaing in his art, and Uw Ubenil protoaliHU 

" We an confldejilly refwwimend tiiit elbbonte j 
DHQ wbu va aboat bdlldlng or renovating their cav 



■bonld ■ironl, [lie dlApliji the; cui (bunisll]') preteml to. and all tha adjua 
minplele the Ideal ott coDvenient wd el^wil uuidMod."— J/. Y. 3llrn>r. 



^-ItLDUl Or&t lieuiiLg wtiit be lus to recommeDd.'' — PAUadeipfiia Pru^yt^rian. 

- Important In Ita Bnbject, areftil and ample In Its detallK md eharmlnfily atlnetlTe In 
ltd itylo. It ^>w nil tlie InfamiaUon [liaC wooM b« desired u to the Hltctloii oT altee— 
the DiLOIca of BppTDprlalo RjtflA, tha pATtlcDJara of plana, nutwLnla. f^ncBSt guewa^ fural' 
tnre. v&rrnln^, ventilation, apoclflcatlona, contracbs Atx, conclndlng with a olupier on Lba 
lolellecluil and monlelTectof nra] arcbltectare."— jVarjiVd BtUffloul Dtrald. 

"A book «ty runt* Bended, tat It teubn pei^le how to boltd eomfoctaMe, aeiulble, 

bean^. euDot be too mncb oommenfled.''— JV: Y. Courltr A Sn^uirtr, 

"Ko person QUI rtad tbis booti olthont gilning mnch ntefnl knowledge, and It irlll be ■ 
(mt lid to thane »ljo Intend to build honaes for tlielr oitd ase. It I> sc\entllle wftbont 
being 8(1 interianled irlth technical terma aa to oonf^iK the ^FaJl■^ and cnrtatna all the in- 
foriiiBtlcm ntPftsary to bultd a lionse IWiid the oellar to the ndiie pule^ It Is a parlor bflfik, 
^r alHWk for tljettorkBho[i,and will be Tainable la ^tber plaue.^— ^4^^ Commercial. 

•he most nnpretcmllng cntta^ to the tII^ Ita ooDtenta are almple ud oonipnheaBlYe^^ 
embraolDg ereij rarlD^ of hooae nioallj needed.'— ZouaU CoarUr. 

■To an who dealie a delightful mral [utreit at "llTalreottagel^ofgettliigalUr MpdT- 
■lent of eomfort and tasl^fulnoe, lOr ■ modenle oKOtj, we oommuid tile Banl Bonus rf 
Ut WlMUr.--^V. Y- gtmltti AM 
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